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E#.w Richard D tike of Glvccfisr ,fohs. 

N Ow is the winter of difcontent, 

Made glorious fommer by this Tonne ofY orkc: 
y*nd ail the cloudcs that lowrd vpon ourhoufc, 

/n the dcepcbofomeof the Ocean buried, 

Now are our browes bound with victorious wreathes. 
Our brufcd arraes hung vp for monuments, 

Our fterne alarums changdto mcrrie meetings, 

Our drcadfull marches to ddigbtfiill plcafurcs. 
Grim-vifagde warre,bath fmoethde his wringlcd front, 
And now in dead of mounting barbed (feeds, 

To fright the foules of fearefull aduerfarics, 

He capers nimbly in a Ladies chamber, 

To the lafeiuious pleafing of a loue. 

But I that am not ftiarpe for fportiue triers. 

Nor made to court an amorous looking glaiTe, 

I that am ruddy ftampt,and w’antloucs maieific 
To ftrut before a wanton ambling Nymph; 

I thatamcurtaildofthis faire proportion. 

Cheated of feature by diiTembling nature, 

Dcformd, vnfiniiht, fent before my time 
Into this breathing world halfe made vp. 

And that fo lamely and vnfafh ionable, 

That dogs barke at me as /halt by them? 

?^hy/in this weake piping time ofpeace 
Haue no delight to paltc away the time, 

Vnleffe tofpiemy (hadow in the Sunne, 

And defcant on mine owne deformitie: 

And therefore fince / cannot prouc a louer 
To entertaine thefe faire well fpo^cn dares, 

I am determined to proue a villaine. 

And hate the idle plcafures of thefe daies 
^lotshauc I laid .inductions dangerous, 
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The Tragedie 

By drunken prophefics, libels and dreames. 

To (ct my brother Clarenceand the £jng. 

In deadly hate the one again lithe other, 

And if^ing Edward bcastrueand iull 
Aslam fubtife,faifcand ttechercus.* 

Tnis day Ihouid Clarence clofel.y be mcwd.yp. 

About adrohefic which faics that G. 

Of Edwards hcires the murthererfhall bee. 

Diue thoughts downc to my foule, Enter Clarence nttb 
Here Clarence comes, a guard of men. 

Brotherjgood dayes, what means thisarmed guard 
That waites vpon your grace ? 

Cl.u His maieflie rendering my perfons (afctic hath ap. 
This coi dutfl to conuey me to the Tower. ( pointed 

Glo. V pon whatcaufe i 
Cla. Bccaufe my name is George. 

Glo. //lack my Lord, that fault is none of yours, 

Hcfhould for that commit youi good fathers.* 

Q' belike his mair flic ruth feme, intc ut 
Thatyou Ihali be nr w chrillncd in the Tower, 

But what is the matter Clarence may /know i 
C/a. Yea Richard when I know , for /protefi 
As yet I do nor,but as / can Jearne, 

He harkensafter prophecies and dreames. 

And from the crolfc-rowe p!uckcs.the letter <5 : 

And fines a wizard toldhim that by G, 

His iffue difinherired fhould be, 

s/nd for my name of George begins with G, 

Itfcllowcs.in his thought that I am he, 

Thefcas /learne,andfueh like toyesasthefe, 

Haue moued his highiiclfe to commit me now 
Glo. Why. t his it is when men are rulde by women,. 

Tis not the ^ing thatfendsyou to the Tower, 

My Lady Gray his wifejClarence tis !hec 
That tempts him to this cxtermitic ; 

Was it-not lire and that good man ofworfiiip, 

Anthony wooduilc her brother there, 

That made ham fend Lord Haftings to the tower# 
from whence this prefect day he is dcliucrcd .? 

/Fcarc not fafe Clarence, wcare not f»fr 



of Richard the 

ru Rv heauen /thinkc there is no man feeurde 
Rufihc Quecncs kindred, and night-walklg Heralds, 
Thatttudg c betwixt the king and Miftreflc Shoarc; 

Heard ye no* what an humble fuppliant 
Lord Haftings was to her for his deliucrie? 

Glo. Humble complaining to her deitic, 

Got my Lord Chamberlainc his liberric. 

He cell you w hat, 1 rhinke it is our way, 

If we will keepe iniauour with the King, 

To be her men, and wcare her liucry. 

The icalous orewccne widow and her felfe, 

Since that our brother dubd them gentlewomen, 

Are mightie goflips in this monarchy. 

Bro. I befcech your graces both to pardon me & 

His maieftic hath ftraigbtly giuen in charge, 

That no man fhafl haue priuatc conference, 

Of what degree (bcuer with his brother. 

Glo Euen fo & plcafc your worfliip Brokcnbury, 

You may partake ofany thing wc fay : 

We (peak? no treafon man, we fa\ the king 
Is wife and veituousi,and his noble Quecne 
^ell ftroo^e in yearcs,fairc,and not icalous, 

Wc fay that Shores wife hath a pretic foote, 

A cherry lip, a bonny eye, a pafling pleating tongue: 
jnd thatth<Quecnes kindred are madegcntlc folkes: 

How fay. you fir, can you deny all this / 

Bro. With this ( my Lord) my felfe haue naught to do. 
t7/tf.tNaught to do with Miftreflc Shore. I tell thee fellow. 

He tltat doth naught with her, excepting one. 

Were beft he do it iccrctly alone. 

Bro. W hat one my Lord ? 

Glo. Her husband l^nauc, would ft thou betray me l 
Bro. 1 bcfecch your Grace to pardon me, and with all for— 
y 0 ur conference with the noble Duke. ( bcase 

Cla,We know thy charge Brokenbury,and will obey, 

Glo. We arc the Quecncs Abicfts and mud obey', 

Broshes farewell, Iwilivnto the King, 

And whatfoeucr y ou willimploy mein, 

Were it to call King Edwards widow filler, 
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The Tragedw 

Twill performed fo in franc hife you, 

Mcane time this deepe difgrace in brotherhood 
Touches me deeper then you can imagine. ? 

C/a I knowitpleaifth neither of vs well 
Glo Wei!., your troprifonmeot (hall not be Jon? 
Iwilldehucryoujcriieforyou, / B * 

Meane ti me haue patience. 

CU. I mud preforce, farewell. Exit CL 

Glo Go tread the path, that thou flu it nere return? 

Sfmple piatne Clarence, I do Joue thee io, * 

That I will ihortly fend thy fouleto hcauen. 

It heauen will take the prefent at our hands • 

But who comes here, the new dehuered Hadings ? 

Enter Lord 

Haft. Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord. 

Glo. As much vnto mygood-Lord Chamberlaide- 
V chare you welcome to thisopen aire, 

Ho " hat f J° ur Lord( W brookt impnfonment ? 

Bu S P atlc f ncc C noble Lord ) as prifoners mull; 
But I ihall hue my Lord togiue them thankes, 

That . w " e * hc “ ufc of my imprifonment, 

Glo. No doubt,no doubt, and fsfluli Clarence too 
For thay that were your enemies are his, ’ 

.7 rCUa,Id aS much on him as you. 

Glo, What newes abroad ? 

Ti5^: No fo bad abroad > as this at home • 

And ouermuch confumed his royal! perfon, 
very grceuoHs to be thought vpon, 

Woatjisbein bisbedf ^ r 

Haft, He is. 

Glo, Got you before, and I will follow you v- ; u * 

He cannot hue I hope, and mud notdic * ’ E ' 
rill George be packc with pod horfe vp to heauen 
lie into vrge his hatred more to QknJ* ? 
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of Richard the third. 

With lyes well deeld with weightie arguments, 

And if I fade not in my deepe intent, 

Clarence hath not another day to line: 

Which done, God take King Edward to his mercy, 

Andlcauethevorldformc tobuifellin : 

For then lie marry Warwicksyoungelt daughter. 

What though I kiid her husband and her father, 

The readied way to make the wench amends, 

Is to become her husband and her father : 

The which will Knot all fo much for loue, 

As for another fccrct clofe intent. 

By marrying herwhich I mud reach vnto. 

But yet I run before my horfe to market : 

Clarence dill breathes, Ed ward dill hues and raignes, 

When they arc gone, then mud I count my gaincs. Exit,. 
Enter Lady Anne, with the hearfe of Harry the 6 , 

Lady Anne. Set downe,fct do wnc your honourable Lord, 

If honour may be fhrowded i n a hearfe 
Whiled I a while obiequioufly lament 
The vntimely fall of vertuous Lancadcr. 

Poore kei-celd figure ©fa holy King, 

Pale afhes of the heufc of Lancader, 

Thou bloodies remnant of that royall blood, 

Beit Iawfull that I inuocate thy ghod, 

To heare the lamentations ofpoore Anne, 

Wtfeto thy Edward,tothy fiaughtred fonne, 

Stabd by the felfcfame hands that made thefe holes t 
Loe,in thofe windowes that let foorth thy life, 

I powrc the hclpcletfe blame of my poore eyes. 

Curd bethc hand that made the fatall holes, 

Curd be the heart that had the heart to do it, 

Moredirefull hap betide that hated wretch. 

That makes vs wretched by the death of thcc s 
Then I can wiflf to adders, fpiders, toads, 

Or any creeping venomdc thing that liues. 

If euer he haue child, abortiuc be it, 

Prodigiousand vntimely brought to light s 
Whoievglyand vnnaturallafpcft 
May fright the hopeful 1 mother at the view. 








4 . 



The Tragedie 

Ifeaerhe hauc wife, let her be made 
As mifcrablc by the death ofhim, 

As lam made by my poorc Lord and thee. 

Game now towards Chcrticy with your holy load 
Taken from Paules to be interred there : 

And ft ill as youarcawearieofthc waight, 

Heft you whiles I lament King Htnrics coarlc. 

Enter G/ofter. 

Gla. Stay you that bearer he coarlc, and fetit downe, 

La. fThat blacke nugit aa comures vp this fiend 
To flop dcuotcd charitable deeds ! 

Gla. ViUaine,fet downe the coarfe,or by Saint Paul, 
ile make a coarfc ofhim that difobeyes. 

Gen. MyLord (land backcandlctthccoffinpalfe. 

Glo. Vnmancrd dog, (land thou when I Commands 
Aduancc thy Halbert higherthen tny ball, 

Or by Saint Paul lie ftrike thee to my footc, 

And fpurncvpon thee begger for thy boldnes. 

La. What do you tremble, are you all afraidc ? 

Alas, l blame you not for you are mortal!, 

And mortall eyes cannot endure the diuelf. 

Auantthoudreadf'ull miniftcrofhell, 

Thou hadft but power ouer his mortallbodic, 

*His foule thou canft not hauc, therefore be gone. 

Glo. Sweet Saint for charitic,be not fo curd. 

La. Foule diuel,for Gods fake hence and trouble vs not, 
For thou haft made the happic earth thy hell : 

Fild it with curling cries, and dcepcexclaimce, 

If thou delight to viewthy hainous deeds, 

Behold this patterne of thy butcheries. 

Oh Gentlemen lee, Ice dead Henries wounds. 

Open their congeald moufhsand bleedafrclh. 

Blulb, blufh, thou lumpe of foule deformitie, 

For tis thy prefencethat exhales this blood 
From cold and cmptic vcynes where no blood dwcls. 

Taiy deed inhumaneandvnnaturall, 

Prouokes this deludge mod vnnaturall. 

Oh God, which this blood madft, reuenge his death: 

Oh earth which this blood drinkft, reoenges his death: 
a.cncr heauen with lightning ftri ‘ 
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of Richard the third. 

Orcarthgape open wide, and catc him quicke, 

Js thou doeft fwallowc vp this good kings blood, 
F/nich his. Hcl-gouernd armc hath butchered. 

Glo. Lad ic, you know no rules of charitie, 

Which renders good for bad,blefling$ for eurfes, 

La. rdlannc^hou £nowft no law ofGod nor man: 

No bead fo fierce, but knowes fonre touch of pittie. 

Glo. But I know none, and therefore a m no bcaft. 

La.O h wondcrfull when deuilstcll the truth. n 

Si*. More wondcrfull when Angels are fo angry, 
Vouchfafcdiume perfedionofa woman, 

Ofthcfc fuppofed cuils to giue me leaue, 

By circuit) tlancc but ro acquite ray felfc. 

L*. Fouchfafc defufed infc&ion of a man, 

For thefc knowne cuils, but ro giue me leaue, 

By circumftancc to curie thy curfed felfe. 

Glo. Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me hauc 
Some patient leifurc to excufe my fcl fe. 

La. Fouler then heart can thi nke thee, thou canft make 
Nocxculc currant, but to hang thy felfe. 

Gle. By fuch difpare/ fhould accufe my felfe. 

La. AnA by difparing lliouldft thou (land cxcufde, 

For doing worthy vengeance on thy felfe, 

Which dideftyn worthy llaughtcr vpon others. 

Glo. Say that 1 flew them not. 

La. Why then they are not dead: 

But dead they are, anddiuelilh flaueby thee. 

Glo. I did not^ill your husband. 

La. Why then he is aliuc. 

Glo. Nay? he is dead and (lainc by Edwards handi 

La. In thy foule throat thou lycft. Queene Margret faw 
Thy bloodly faulchion fmoking in his blood, 

The which thou once didft bend againft her breft, 

^ut that thy brother beat afidc the poynt. 

Glo. I was prouo^cd by her flandcrous to ngue 
W'hich laid their guilt vpon my guiltlcfte (boulders. 

La. Thou waft prouo^cd by thy bloodic minde. 

Which ncucr dreamt on ought:but butchcrycs. 

Didft thou not kill this king? Glo. I grant ycc. 
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ThcTragfdie 

La. Doeft graunt me hedgehog, then God grant too 

Thou maiefl: be damned for that wicked deed. 

Oh hewasgcntlc>milde,andvertuous. 

Cjlo. The fitter for the king of heauen that hath him. 

La. He is in heauen, where thou Ihaltncuer come. 

Glo. Let him thankc me that holpe to fend him thither, 
For he was fitter for that place then earth. 

La. And thou vnfit for any place but hell. 

Glo . Yes one place c!fe,ifye will heareme name it. 

La. Some dungeon. Glo. Your bed-chamber. 

La. Ill red betide the chamber where thou iicfl. 

Glo. So will it Madame, till /lie withyou. . 

La. / hope fo. 

Glo. / knotv fo, but gentle Ladie Anne, 

To Icauc this kind incounterof cur wits-. 

And fallfomewhat into a dower rnethodc:. 

Is not the caufcr ofthe time-ledc deaths 
Ofthefc Plantageners, Henry and Edward, 

AsirlamefuII as the executioner? 

La. Thou art the caute.and mod accurft cffetT, 

Glo. Your beautie was the caiife of that c ffc eft. 

Tour beautie which did haunt me in my fleepe, 

To vndertake the death of all the world, 

So / might red that houre in your fweet bofbme. 

La. if I thought thatjJ'tellthechomicide, 

Thefe nailers fhould rend that beautie from my cheekes. 

Glo. Thefe eics could neucr endure fweet beauties wrack 
Youlh^uld not blemifii them if I flood by : 

As all the world is cheared by theSunne, 

So 1 by that, it is my (h»y,nvy. life. 

La. Blac^nightouerlhade thy day, and death thy life. 

G/o.Curfenot thy felfefaire creature, thou art both. 

Lu I w ould / were to be rtucngdc on thee. 

Glo. h is a quarrel; mod ynnaturali, 

To be rcuengde on him that loucth you. 

La. h is a quarrel I iuftandrealonable, 

To be rcuengd on him that dew my husband. 

Glo. He that bereft thee Lady of thy husband, 

L)jd it to heipe thee to a better husband. 
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of Richard the third. _ 

La.tr hc.eishee 2 shre( p lltet l,,than. 

QIq. H-'crc. ? 

Why doell thou .pit at f or thy fake, 

/>.N ? owliun*poyrooonU^«o^'. 

Out of my light , thou ^ c - e jnfcfted mine. 

cL \ would .hoy were, that 1 might ^dyc at once, 

For now thy k' 11 ™"" ^'“c'haue dra.vne fait trues, 

,Tytodgue^coiilTnc1ier learucfeeete r foolhiogword. . 

?X« Vhy lips fell fcWor t hey were made 

Fo, Rifling Lady, not fo. Inch contempt. 

If thy reucogefuU heart cannot forgiuc, 

Loe here 1 lend thee this fiurpe pointed dvord, 

rrhich if thou pleafe to hide m this true oofon , 

And let the fouleforth that adoreth thee: 

I laic it na^ed to the deadly ftro%: 

And humbly beg the death vpon my ^ ne< \ 

Nay, do not pawfc, twas /thatfeld your husband. 

But twas thy beautie that prouo^ed mce; 

Nay now difpatch,twas I that kildking Henry, _ . ft. 
But twas thy hcauenly face that fet me on : Here fhe lets fall 

Take vp the fword againc,or takewp me. thejwerd. 

La. Arife dilfemblen.though l wifii thy death, 

I will not be the executioner. 

Glo Then bid me kill my felfe,and I will doe it. 
fV-Lu. lhauealreadie. 



2 



Glo. 



The Tragedie 

Glo. Tufli, that was in the rage; » 

Xvif ,r a 1 K n Yc { i cucn with thc w°r d, 

Glo. Tis figured in my tongue. 

I fcarc me both are falfc. 

Glo. Then neuer man was true. 

U Well, well, put vp yourfword. 

Glo.Sjy then my peace is made. 
^.Thatihallyouknow hereafter. 

Glo. Sut ! (holl hue in hope. 

L*. All men / hope liuefo, 

Glo.V ouchlafe to weare this ring 
La. To take is not to giue, 

But begone fauour <at thy gracious han^ 
AtCbmfic Mon a ft„i cl/l , s ; oW " « 

Treilidand Barely, goc along with me. 

C7-^. Bid me farewell. 

L* T is mere then you deferue; 

But lir.ee you teach me ho w to flares „ 

Imagine. hauc&WfarcwcIl.lre.j'" 70 ^ 







of Richard the third.' 

C/o. S irs,take vp the corfe. 

JVr. Towards Chertfie noble Lord i 
Glo. No : to White Fryers s there attend my comming. 
Was cuer woman in this humor woed ? Exeunt. Mnnet Git 
W as eucr woman in this humour wonne ? 

He haue her, but I will not keepe her long. 
ff'hat I that kild her husband and her father, 

To take her in her hearts extream ell hcate: 

With curies in her mouth, tearcs in her eyes. 

The bleeding witneile of her hatred by : 

Hauing God, her confidence, and thefc barres again!! me, 

And I nothing to backe my fuite withall 

But thcplaine Diuell and dillembling lookes, 

And yet to win her all thc world to nothing.Hah 
Hath (he forgot alreadic that braue Prince 
Edward, her Lord, whom I fome three months fince 
Stabd in my angry mood at Tcwxbury f 
A fweeter and a louelier gentleman, 

Framd in theprodigalitie of nature : 

Y ong, valiant, wile, and no doubt right royalf. 

The fpacious world cannot againc afFoord. 

And will ihe yet debafe her eyes on me, 

That cropt the golden prime of this fwcetc Prince, 

And made herwiddowtoawvfull bed l 
On me,whofcall notequals Edwards moity, 

On me that halt, and am vnfhapcn thus?. 

My dukedometo beabeggcrly denier, 

I do miflakc my perfon all this while. 

Vpon my life fhe finds, although I cannot 
My felfe,to be a maruailous proper roan. 

Hr be at charges for a Looking-glalle, 

And entertainefome fcore or twooftailors 
To ftudie fafiiions to adore my bodie. 

Since /am crept in fauour with my lelfe, 

I will maintaineit with a little coft. 

But firft lie turne y ou fellow in his graue, 

And then returnc lamenting to my louc. 

Shine out faire funne, till I haue boughta glaflc. 

That I may fee my lhadow at I palTe. Exit. 
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TheTragcdie 

E#r«- j£y«w 3 Lord Ritters and Gray. 

Ri. Haue patience Madame, thers no doubt his maieftie. 
Will (bone recouer his accuftomcd health. 

Gray. In that you brookc it ill, it makes him worfe. 
Therefore for Gods fake entcrtainc good comfort, 
Andchearehis grace with quickeand merry words. 

Qu. i f he were dead, what would betide ofme ? 

Ri. No other harme but lolfc of fucha Lord. 
go. Theloilcoffucha Lordiuc'u. esali harme. 

Gray. The heauens haue biclt you with a goodly Tonne, , 
To be your comforter when he is gone. 

Oh he is yongyaod his minor'! tic 
Is put vnto the truft of Rich.G'occfter, 

A man that Jones not me, nor none of you. 

Ri. Is it concluded he (hall be Proteftor? 
jQa. It is determined, not concluded yer, 

Butfoitmuftbe ifthe king mifearrie. Enter Brick., Darby. 
Gr. Here comes the Lords of Buckingham aod Darby. 
Buc. Good rime of day 4 vnto your royall grace. 

Dar. God make your maieflieioy full as you haue bene. 
gu. The Countelfe Richmond good my Lord ofDarby 
Toyourgood praiers will fcarcelv fay, Amen & 

Yet Darby, notwithftanding fheesyour wife, 

And loues not me,bc you good LordalTured 
I hate not you for her proud arrogancie. 

D an. I bcfeech you either not beleeue 
The enuious flaunders ofheraccufers. 

Or if Ihe be accufde in true report, _ -i 

Beare with her wcskeriefle, which I thinke proceeds 
From wayward (icknelfe,and no grounded malice. 

. Ri. Saw you the king to day my Lord of Darbie ? 

Dar. But now the Duke of Buckingham and I, 

Came from vifitiog his maieftie. 

£h.. What likelihood of his amendment Lords ? 

Bur. Madame, good hope, his grace fpeakes chearfully. 
gu. God graunthim health, did you confer with him J £ 
Buc. Madame we did: Hedeftres tomakeattonctncnt 
Betwixt the DukeofGloccfter and your brothers, 

And bytwixt them and my Lord Chamberlains, 




of Richard the third. 

And fent to warne them to his royall prcfcnce. 

Qu. Would all were well, but that will ncuer be. 

I fearc our happinelTe is at the higheft. Enter Gloceper. 

Glo. They doc me wrong, and I will not indure if. 

Who arc they that complaines vnto the king ? 

That I forfooth am flerne andloue them not: 

By holy Pauli hey loue his grace but lightly 
That fill his cares with fuch diflentious rumors: 

Becaufc I cannot flatter and fpeake fair?, 

Smile in mens faces, fmooth,dccciuc, and cog, 

Duckcwith French nod3,andapifli courtefic, 

I muft be held a rankerpus enemic. 

Cannot a plainc man liue and thinke no harmc, 

But thus in fimple truth mud beabufde 
By filken llie irilinuating lackes ? 

Ri. To whom in all this prcfcnce fpeakes your grace ? 
Glo. To thee, that haft nor honeftie ner grace. 

When haue I iniured thee, when done thee wrong, 

Or thee, or thee, or a ny of your faflion ! 

A plague vponyouall His royall perfon 
(Whom God preferue better then you would wifii) 

Cannot be qiiietfcarcea breathing while, 

But you mull trouble him with lewd complaints. 

£>u. Brother ofGlocefter,ycu miftakc the matter : 

The king of his owne roy.dl dilpofirion, 

Andnorprouokt by any futerdfe, 

Ayming belike at ycur inreriour hatred. 

Which in your outward actions fliewes it felfe, 

Againft my kinred, brother and my felfe: 

Makes him to fend that thereby he may gather 
The ground o ; your ill will, and to retr.otie it. 

Glo. I cannot tell, the v»uild irgrowncfo bad, 

That Wrens may pi ey where Eagles dare not pearch, 

Since eucry lacke breame a gentleman- 
There’s many a gentle perfon nsdea lacke. 

«$?• r oine,comc ) ue know your meaning brother Glo. 
You enuie mineaduancement and my friends, 

God grant we neuer may haueneed ofyou. 

Glo. Mcane time, God grant that \fe haue need of you, 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard III (STC 2231 8) LONDON, 1612 UNIVERSITY OF EDINBURGH (JA 3713) OcteLVO 






The Tragedie 

Our brother is imprifoned by your mcanes, 

My fclfc difgraccd,and the Nobilitic 

Held in contempt, whilft many faire promotions 

Arc daily giuen to cnoble thofe, 

Thatfcarcc fome two daics lince were worth a noble. 

^5 By him that raifde me to this carefull height 
From that contented hap which I cnioycd, 

I ncucr did incenfe his Maicftie 

Againft the Duke of Clarence, but haucbccnc 

An earneft aduocat to pleade for him. 

My Lord,youdo mefliamfull iniurie, 

Falfcly to draw me in thefe vile fulpe&s. 

Glo. You may dcnic thatyou were not the caujfe, 

Of my Lord Hailing* late imprifonment. 

Rett. She may ny Lord. 

C/». She may,L.R'uers,why who knowes not lo ? 

She may doc more fir then denying that : 

She may help you to many faire preferments, , 

And then denic her ayding hand therein, 

And lay thofe honours on your high deferts. 

What my (he not l flic may, yea marrie may flic. 

Ren. What marry may Ihe? 

Glo. What marry may Ihe ? marry with a King 
A batchclcr,a handfomc ftripling too. 

I vris your Grandam had w orfer match. 

My L. ofGIoccfter,Ihaue too long borne 
Yourblunt vpbraidings,and your bitter fcoffes, 

By hcauen I will acquaint his Maicftie, 

With thole groflc taunts f oftenhauc endured. 

I had rather be a countrey feruant mayd. 

Then a great Queene with this condition. 

To be thus taunted, feorned, and baited at Enter 9 h 

Smal toy hauc I in being Englands Queene. Margret 

^ nd ,cfncd be that fmaljjGod I btfccchthee 
Thy honour,ftate,and fcatc is due to me. ’ 

Glo What ! threatyou me with teflmg of the Kim > 
Tell him and fparc not,looke what I fayd, & ' 

I will auouch in prefence of the King ; 

Tis time to fpcakc,my paines arc quite forgot. 



of Richard the third. 

9n A hr. Out diuei , /rememberthem too well, 
Tliouiieweft my husband Henry in the Tower, 

Aiid Edwardkiiy poorc lonneat 7'euxburic* 

Glo. Ere you were queene, yea or your husband king, 

I was a pack-horfe in this great affaires • 

A weeder out ofhis proud aduerfaires, 

A liberal I rewarder of his friends.- 

Yo royalize Ins blood lfpdt mine owne. 

9h. Mar. 7ca, and much better blood, then his orthinc. 
Glo. In all which time, you and your husband Gray, 

W^ere factious for the houfeof Lancader: 

And Riuers,lo were you. Was not your husband 
/n Margarets battale at Saint Albons llaine ; 

Let me put in your mindc, if yours forget 
tf'ha^you haue bene ere now, and what you are: 
jTithall, what / hauc bene, and what I am. 

Gin. Mar. A murtherousvilIaine,and fo Hill thou art. - 
Glo. Poore Clarence did forfake his'father Warwick, 

Yea and f'orfworc himfclfc ( which 7efu pardon.) 



Qn. Mar. /Fhich God rcuenge. 

Glo.To fight on Edwards-partiefor the crowne, 
And for his meede ( poorc Lord ) he is mewed vp: 
/would toGod my heart were flint like Edwards, 
Or Edwards foft and pittifull like mine, 

I am too childifh foolifli for this world. 



£>tt. Mar. Hie thee to hell for (hamc,and Ieaue thc world. 
Thou Cacodsmon, there thy kingdome is. 

Ri. My Lord of Gloceftcr in thofe bulic dales, 

Which here you vrge to prouc v s enemies, 

W-'c followed then our Lord, our lawfull King, 

So fhould wc you,if you fhould be our £ing. 

Glo. If /fhould be ? I had rather be a pedler, 

Farrc be it from ray heart the thought of it. 

£lti. Nar. As little ioy (my Lard) as you fuppofc 
Ton lliould enioy,wcreyou this countries king, 

As little ioy may you'fuppofe in me, 

That I cnioy being the Queene thereof, 

Six- Mar. A litle ioy cnioyes the Queene thereof, 

For,! am ihe, and altogether toy lelTc. 



The Tragedic 

7 can no longer hold me patient. 

Hcare meyou wrangling Pyrares that fall our, 

In fharing out that which you hauc pild from me : 

Wnch of you trembles not that looke on me l 
If not, that / being Queene, you bow like fubieifts, 
Yetthat by you depolde,you quake like rebels: 

O gentle villaine, do notturneaway. 

GU. Foule wrinkled witch, whatma^ft thou in my fight > 
£*. M But repetition of what thou hail mard, * 
That will I make, before I lettheegoe: 

A husband and a fonne thou oweft to me. 

And thou a ^jngdorae, all of you alleageance: 

The forrow that / hauc, by right is ycurs. 

And ah the pleafures you vfurpe, is mine. 

^ !o ‘ T hc curfc «ny noble father laid on thee. 

When thou did ft crowne his warlike browes with paper. 

And withthyfcornedrewftriuersfromhiseyes ^ ^ 

And then to drjc thcro.gau’ft thc Duke a clout/ 

Steept in thc blood ofprettie Rutland : 

His cm fes then from bitterncire offoule 
Denounc’d againft thee, are fallen vpon thee. 

And God, not we, hath plagudethy bloodic deed. 

S ° tuft ls G ° d to r| ght thc innocent. 

Haft. O twas the fouleft deed to flay that babe. 

And the moll mercileffe thatcucr was heard of. 

^Tyrants themfdues wept when it was reported, 
Ddr/No man bur prophecicd reuenge for it. 

O "v ^ i r ibCriand , then P fcf ^t,wept to fee it. 

What <\vere you fnarlingall before /came 

Readic to catch each other by the throat, * 

And turne you nowyour hatred all on me >■ 

Thl Y H CkCS dr ! ad ^ rfc P rcHii!cfo much with heaue, 
fhat Henries death, my Pmc ly Edwards death 

r Joifcjmy wofuil baoilhmcnt 

Could all bur anfwere for that peeuifh brat ? 

Can curfes pierce the cloudcs,and enter heauen ? 

W hy then g, u • way dull cloudes to my quickccurfes . 

If not by warre, by Girfet duyotMng? * " * 

As our by murder, to make him *£ng ' 



of Richard the third.* 

Edward thy fonne, which now is Prince of Wales, 
for Edward my fon, which was Prince of tf'ales, 

Die in his youtb,by like vnttmely violence, 

Th y fclfe a Queene, for me that was a Q^eenc, 

Out l.ucrhyglorie, like rnywretchedfclfc; 

Long maift thou liuc to waile thy childrens ( JlTc, 
jind lee another, as /fee thee now, 

Deckt in thy gioric, as thou art (laid in mine; 

Long die thy happie daies before thy death. 

And after many lengthened homes of grcerc. 

Die neither mother, wife? nor Englands Queene, 

Riucrs and Dorfer,you were ftanders by. 

And fo was thou Lo. Haft ings,w hen my fonne 
Was ftabd with bloody daggers, God I pray him, 

That none of you may liuc your naturallage, 

Butbyfomcvnlooktaccidentcutotf. , 

Glo. Haue donethy charme thou hateful! withered hag, 

Qtt. M. And leaueout thec. f ftay dog, for thou lhalt hear me, 
if hcauen haue any greeuous plague in ftorc. 

Exceeding thofe that I can wifh vpon thee : 

O letthem kcepc it till thy finnes be ripe, 
u4nd then hurlc downc their indignation 
On thee thc troubler of the poorc worlds peace: 

The wormc ofconfcience (fill begnaw thy foule. 

Thy friends fufpedt for tray tors while thou liueft, 

Andta^e deepe tray tors for thy dcareft friends, 

No fleepe clo(c vp that deadly eye of thine, 

VnlclTe it be whileft fomc tormenting dreamc 
Affrights thee, with a hell of vgly diucls, 

Thou cluifti markt, abortiuc rooting hog, 

Thou that waft feald in thy natiuitic 
The flaacofnature,andthe fonne of hell, 

Thou flaunderof thy mothers hcauic wombe. 

Thou loathed iiTue of thy fathers loynes, 

Thou rag of honour, thou dctefted,&c. 

Glo. Margaret. 

Richard. Glo. Ha. 

Q«. Ma. I call thee net. 

Glo. Then I crie thce'mcrcie: for I had thought 

C 2 Th-« 




The Tragedic 

Thou hadflcald me all thefc bitter names. 

Sjt. M*r. Why fo I did,but loo^t for no reply: 

O let me make the period to my curfe. 

Glo. risdonehy me and ends in Margaret, 

-Qu- Thus haue you breathed your curfcagainft your * 
JVj>. M Poore painted Q*iecne,vaine flourifh of my for. 
Way (frewft thou fuger on tnaf botled fpidcr, (tune: 

Whofe deadly web mfnareth thee about? 

Foole,foo!e,rhou whetfl a knife to kill ihy fclfe, 

The time will come when thou (halt with for me, 

To hclpe thee curfe that poifoncd bunchbackt toadc, 

Hift Falfe boading woman,end thy frannkc curfe. 

Leaf! to thy harmethou motif our patience. 

^ /I/. Foulcfl)iRtevnonyou,you haue oil mou’dmine. 
Rt. Were you weii fer'u’d you would betaughtyourduty, 
J2j. M. To (crue me well, you all fhould do medutie, 
Teach me to beyour Qtieenc,andyou myfubci&s; 

Oifcrue me well, and teach your felues that dutie. 

Dor( Difpute not with her, (lie islunatique. 

M. Peace oiatRer Marqueffe, you arc malapert, 

Your fire-new ftampe of honour is fcarce currant.* 

O thatyour young nobif tie eould iudge, 

^"hat t were to loofe it and be mifcrablc? 

They that (land high, haue many blafts to fhakc them, 

Ana if they fall they daHi thernfllues to peeces. 

Glo. Good coun cil marry,learne it, Jcarne it Marques. 

Dorf. Ittouchcthyou( my Lord)as much as me. 

Glo, Yea, and much more, but I was borne fo high* 

Our ait ry buildeth in the Ctedars top, 

And dallies with the windc,and feernes thefunne. 

«*!?• M. And turncs thefunne to iliadc, alas, alas 
Wirnes my funne,now in the lhade of death, * 

Whofe bright outfliining bcames, thy cloudie wrath, 

Hath inctcrnall darkncircfoulded vp : 

Youraierie buildeth in ogr airiesneaft; 

O God that feef} it, do not iufFcr it : 

As it was wonne with bloud, lofl be itfo. 

Buck. Haue done for fhame if not for charitic. 

W S C neither charitic nor lliame to roe. 



ofRichard ihethrid. 

Vncharitably with me haue you dealt. 

And (hamcfully by you my hopes arc butcherd, 

My charitie is outrage, life my fhame, 

And in my llumc ftillliue my forrowes rage. 

Buck Hauedone. 

V.Miry O princely Buckingham, I will kilfc thy hand. 

In (igneoflcague and amifie with thee: 

Now fa ire befall thee, and thy princely houfc, 

Thy garments arc not fpotted with our bloud, 

• Nor thou within the eompaffc ofmy curfe. 

Buck. Nor no one here, for curfes neuer palfc 
The lips oft hofe that breath them in thcayre. 

M. He not bcleeuc but they afeend the skie, 

And there awake Gods gentle fleeping peace. 

O Buckingham beware ofyonder dog, 

Looke when he fawnes,he bites, and when he bites, 

His venomc tooth will rankle thee to death, 

Haue not to do with him, beware of him : 

Sinne, death, and hell haue fet their markes on him, 

And all their miniftersattend on him. 

Glo. What doth flic fay my Lord of Buckingham? 

Buck ; Nothing that I refptdf my gracious Lord. 
g^Mar. Whatdoeft thou fcornc me for my gentle coun- 
And foothe tb e diuell that I warne thee from ? (fell, 

O but remember this another day, 

When he (hall fp' it thy very heart with forrow, 

And fay poore Margaret was a propheteffe : 

Liue each of you the fubiefts of his hate, 

"And he to you, and all of you to Gods. Exit. 

Haft. Myhairedoth ftand on end to heare her curfcs. 

Rtu. And fo doth mine, I wonder fheesatlibertie. 

Glo , I cannot blame her by Gods holy mother, 

She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof that I haue done. 

£lu. I neuer did her any to my knowledge. 

Glo. But you haue all the vantage ofthis wrong. 

• I was too hot to do fomc body good, 

That is toocoldc in thinking of it now : 

Marry as for Clarence, he is well repaid, 
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T1 tTifgcdie 

Bat fmothercd it within my panting bulke, 

YVhichalruoft bur ft to belch it in the (ea. 

Broki Awaktyounot with this foreagonie? 

CLr. O no, my dreame was lengthned after life, 

0 then began the tempeft to my foule, 

Who paft (me thought) the melancholy floud, 

Witn that grim ferriman which Poets wr teof, 

V nto the kmgdomc of perpetuall night : 

The firft that there did grecte tuy ftranger foule, 

Was my great father in la w,renowmed Warwick, 

Who cried aloud, what icourge for periurie 
Can this darke monarchic afford fade Clarence ? 

And fo he vanifht: then came wandring by, 

A ftudow like an Angelfin bright haire, 

Dablcd in bloud,and he (qiieakt out aloud, 

Clarence is come, falie, fleeting, pt nurd Clarence, 

That ftabd me in the field by Teuxburic : 

Scazcon him furies, take him to your torments, 

With that me thought a legion of foule fiends 
Enuironcd me about, and howled in mineearcs, 

Such hidious cries, that with the very noife, 

1 trembling, wakt, and fora feafon after, 

Could not bclceue but that I was in hell. 

Such terrible impreffion made the dreame, 

Bro, No maruell(my Lo.)though it affrighted you, ■ 
I promife you,f am afraid to hearcyou tell it. 

CL. O Broken buric,I haue done thofe things. 

Which now bearceuidencc again ft my foule. 

For Edwards fake, and fee how he requites me. 

I pray thee gentle keeper ftay by me. 

My foule is heauie,and I faine would fleepe. 

Brok I will (my Lord) God giueyourGracegoodreft, 
Sorrow breakes feafons,and rtpofing howers • * 
Makes the pight morning-and the noonetide night. 
Princes haue b t their titles for their glories, 

An outward honour for an inward toyle : 

And for vnfeft imagination, 

They often fcelc a world of reftlcflc cares j 
So that berv ixtyour titles, and lo we names, 



of Richard the third. 

There’s nothing difcrsbwtheourwsrd time. 

1 ‘ The mttrtherers enter. , 

f.'fbc.'.a be briefethen tedious, V 

Sh"/h^;&on.^enon, r 

Bro. /am in this commanded to deliucr 
The noble Dufe of Clarence to your hands, 

/ will not reafon what is meant there y 
Bccaufel will bcguiltleffcofthc ^ can,n §; . 

Heerc arc the feyes, there fits the Du^e a fie p 
He to his Maieftie and ccrtific his Grace, 

That thus / haue refignd my place to you, 

Ext. Do fo, it is a poy nt of ^ifcdome. 
t. fKhat (hall we ftab him as he fleepcs? 
i. No, then he will fay twas done cowardly 

trhen he wakes. 

jPhy foole he (halfncuer wa£e till the judgement day. 

1. Why then he will fay we ftabd him flee ping. 

2 Thc'vrging of that word lodgement, hath bred 
Aijinde ofremorfein me. 

i. r^hat, art thou afraid? . , , mnJ 

t Nottofcl him hauing a warrant for it, but to be damn# 

For filing him, from which no warrant can defend vs. 

I. Bacieto the Duke of Gloftcr,tell him fo. 
z.I pray thee ftay a while,/ hope my ho:y humourw.il 
Change, twas wont to hold me but while one would tel. XX. 
i. How doeft thou fcele thy fclfc now? v 

2 Faith fomccertaine dregs ofconfcicnce arc yet wit tun 

1. Remember our reward when the deed is done. 

2. 3 tew*ls he dies, 1 had forgot the reward. 

1. Whercisthyconfcienccnow? 

2. In the Duke ofGlofters purfe. 
i, So when he opens his purfe togiue vs our reward, 

Thy confcience flies out. 

a. Let it goe,thcrs fewe or none will enteraine it. . — / 

i. How ifit come to thee againe? 

— d r . lie 
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TueTrag'die 

2, lie not meddle with it, it is a dangerous thing. 

It makes a man a coward. A man cannot ftcale, 
Butitaccufejh him,he cannot ftcale but it checks him i 
He cannot lye with his neighbours wife but it detefts 
Hioijitisa blufliing fhamfaft fpirit that mutinies 
In a mans bofomc : it fils one full of obihclcs, 

/t made me once reftore a piece of gold that /found. 

/t beggers any man that keepcs it : it is turnd out ofall 
Townes andCities for a dangerous thing, and cuery 
Man that mcanestoliuc wcli,endeaours totruft 
To himfclfc,and to liue without it. 

i ZJ^«is,it is cuen now at my elbow perfwadine me 
Notta kill the Duke. 

t Take the dcoili in tny mindc-and beleeue him not, 

He would inftauate with thee to make rheefigh. 

i Tut, lam dr 'ng in fraud, he cannot pieua.’le with me, 

1 warrant thcc. 

2 Stood likca tall fellow that refpc&s his reputation. 

Come (hall we to thisgeare? 

1 Take him ouer the coftard with the hilts of my fword 

And then wc wii chop him in theMalmfey butin the next 

2 Oh, excellent deuice,makc a foppe of him. ( roome: 

1 Harke,he ftirs, (halll lirike? 

2 No, fit ft Jets reafon with him, cla. awaketh. 

CU. fvhc re art thou Keeper, giue me a cup of wine. 

1 Toufliill bane wineenough,my Lo.anon. 

CU. In Gods name , what art thou i 

2 A man, as you are. 

Cla. But not as I am, royal!, 
i Noryouas weare,loyall. 

CU. Thy voycc is thunder, but rhylookesarehumblc. 

2 My voycc is now the Jings, my looses m.ne ownc. 

CU. How darkely and how deadly dooft thou fpeake ? 

Tell me who arc you i wherefore come you hither > 

An. To, to, to. 

CU. To murthcr me? Amt. 

CU You fcarfely hauc the hearts to teJl mcVo 
c the hearts to do it, * 

/offended you/ 



Am tneretorc cannot nau 
Wherein my friends haue 



R’chard the third. 

1 Offended vs you haue not , but the King. 

CU. / (lull be reconcild to him againe. 

2 Neuer my Lo. therefore prepare to die. 

Cla Are you cald forth from outa world of men 
To hay the innocent? what is my offence? 

IV here are the cuidence to accufc me? 

What lawful! queft haue giuen their verdift vp 
Vnto the frowning iudgc,or who pronounced 
The bitter fentcncc of poore Clarence death. 

Before / be conufd by courfc of law? 

To thereaten me with death is mod vnlawfuii : 
/charge you as you hope to haue redemption. 

By Chrifts dcare blood flied for our grecuous hns 
That you depart and lay no hands on me , 

The deedc you vndertake is damnable. 

1 What we will do,wc do vpon command* 

2 And he that hath commanded is theking. 

CU. Erronious vaffai!e,the great King cf Kings, 

Hath in his Tables of his Law commanded, 

That thou fhaltdocno mutther.and wiltthou then 
Spume at his ednff ,and fulfill a mans ? 

Tike beede,forhe holdcs vengeance in his hands, 
Toihurle vpon their heads that breake his Law. 

i And that fjmc vengeance doth he throw on thee, 
forfalfe forfwearing and (or murder too ? 

7 hou didft recciuet he holy Sacrament 
To fight in quatrcllofthe heufeoi Lancafter, 

1 And I 'kc a traitor to the name cf God, 

Didft breake that vow, and with thy trccherous blade 
Vnripft the bowels of thy foueraignes (onne. 

2 Whom thou wert fworre to chcrifh and defend, 
l Howeanft thou vrge Gods<dreadfull law to vs, 

/Then thou haft broke it in fo deaie degree. ? 

CU. Alas, for whofe fake did /that iildecd ? 

For Ed ward, for my brother, for his fake ; 

FVhy firs, he fends ye not to murder me for this, 

For in this finne he is as deepe as I. 

If God will be reuenged for this deede, 

Take not the quarrel! from his powerful! armc, 

P * 



TheTragedie 

He needs no indirect nor lawful! courfe, 

To cur off thofc that hauc offendedhim. 

i. Who madethec then a bloody minifter, 

When gallant fpring, braoe Plantagcnct, 

That Princely Nouice was ftrooke dead by thee ? 

Cl 'a. My brothers louc,the Deuill,and my rage. 

1. Thy brothers loue, the dcuill, and thy fault, 

Hauc brought vs hither now to murther thee. 

Cla. Oh, if you loue brother, hate not me, 
lam hisbrother,and l loue him well : 

If you be hirde for need, go backc againe, 

And / wili fend you to my brother Gloccftcr, 

Who will reward you better for my life, 

Then Edward will fortydmgsofmy death. 

2. You are decern'd, vour brother Gloccftcr hates you. 
CU. Oh no, he ioues meandhcholJsmcdcare, 

Go you to him from me. 

Am. I, fo we will. 

CL.TcW him, when that our Princely father Yorkc 
Blcft histhreefonneswith his vidoriousarmeJ 
And chargd vs from his fouie to loue each other 
He little thought of this diuidcd frcindfhip, 

Bid Gloccftcr thinke of thisand he will weepe. 

Am. I, milftones,as he lc ftond vs to weepe. 

Cla. O, do not (Under him for he is kinde, 

1. Right, as fnow in harueft, thou deceiuft thy felfe 
Tis he that fent vs hither now to murder thee. 

Cla. It cannot be; for when I parted with him, 

He hudg me in hisarmes,and (wore with fobs, 

That he would labour my dcliucrie. 

2 . Why fo he doth, now he deliuers thee 

From thisi worlds thraldomcttothcioyesofheauen. 
i. Make peace with God, for you muft die my Lord 
Cla. Haft thou that holy fcelling in thy fouie, 

To counfcll me to make my peace with God, 

And art thou yet to thy owne fouie fo blind, 

That thou wilt war with God for murdering me ? 

Ah firs confider he that fetyou on 

To do this dcedfjW'ill hafeyou forthis deede, 

' 9 — 



ofRichard thethrid. 

i trhat fiiall we do? 

,CU‘ Relent and fauc your foules. 

, Relent, tis cowardly and womanifii. 

Cla Not to relent, is bcaftly,fauigc,anddiuelifh 
M y friend, /fpic foir.c pittic in thy lookes : 

On 7f thy eye be not a flatterer, 

Come thoa on my fide and encreate for me : 

A begging Prince,whatbcgger pitties not i v. 

i i thus, and thus: if this will not ferue, Heftabshtm. 
lie chop thee in the malmefey But in the next roome. 

x a bloodie d ede.and defperately performd. 

How faine like Pilate would I wafii my hand, 

Ofthis meft gncuous gu title murder done. 

i Why doeft thou not help* me? 

By heauens the Duke (hill know how flackc thou art. 

a I would he knew that I had faued his brother, 

Take thou the tee, and tell him what I fay. 

Fori repent me that the Dukcis fhinc. Exit. 

i Sodonot I,goccowardasthouart : 

Now muft I hide his bt dymlomc hole, 

Vntill the Duke take order for hisburiall : 

And when I hauc my meed I muft away, 

For this wil our,ai d here I muft nor ftay. Exeunt. 

Enter Kntg,£>*e< ne, Hafli/igs r H>fterS,&c. 

King. So,now l hauc done a good dayes worke. 

You pecrcs cont Buethis vnited league, 

I eucry day expeft ail Embalfagc 

From m Redcrn>cr,toredccmc me hence: 

And now in peace my fouie (hall part to heauety. 

Since I hauc fet my friendsatpea.ee -n earth : 

Riuers and Haftmgs, ake each others hand, 

DilTemble not your hatred, fweare you: lour. 

Ri. By heauen my heart is purgdtrom grudging hate. 
And with my hand I icale my tiue hearts loue. 

Haft. So thriuc 1 as I fweare the like. 

King. Take hcedycu dally not btfoie your King, 

Lcaft he that isthc fuprerr c King of Kings, 

Confound your hidden falOtf>od,and award 
Either of you to be the othcis end. 
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Haft. So profper 7 ,as I fweare perfed loue. 

Rtu. And 7 ,as 7 loue Haflings with my heart.' 

Kin. Madam, your felfearc not exempt in this, 

Nor your fonnc Dorfct, Buckingham, nor you, 

You haue beenc fadious oocagainfl; the other: 

Wife, lone Lord HallingSjiet him kiife your hand, 

And what you do, do it vnfainedly : 

Qu. HcreHaftmgs, l will neuer more remember 
Ourformcr hatred, fa thriue [ and mine. 

Dor. Thuscnterchangeofloue,Ihcrcprotcft, 

Vpon ray part (hall be vnuiolable, 

Ha. And io fwearc I my Lord. 

Kin, Now princely Buckingham feale thou this league, 
With thy embracements to my wiucs allies, 

And make me happic in your vnitie, 

Buc. When euer Buckingham doth rurnc his hate 
On you,or yours, but with ail dutiou 3 Joue 
Doth chorifliyou and yours, God punifli me 
With hate«in thofe where I exped molt louc, 

When 1 hauc moll neede to imploy a friend. 

And moil Allured that he is a friend, 

Deepe, hollow, trechcrous, and full of guile 
Behe vntome.Thisdo I beggeofGod, 

When I am cold in zcalc to you or yours. 

Kin. A pleafing cordiall princely Buckingham, 

7 s this thy vowe vr.to my fickly heart : 

There wanteth now our brother Giofter here, 

To make the pet fed period of this peace. 

Enter Glocefter. 

Buc. And in good time here comes the noble Duke. 

Glo. Good morrow to my foucraigne king and queene, 
And princely peeres,a happie time of day. 

Km. Happic indeed, as we haue fpenr the day : 

Brother, we haue done deedcsofcharitie : 

Made peace of enmitie,faire loue of hate, 

Bctwecnc thele fweiling wrong inccnfcd Pceres. 

Go. A bielfcd labour moil loue raigne liege, 

Among!! this princely heape,if any here 
By talic intelligence,or wrong furmife, 
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Hold me a foe,ifIvnwittingIy or in my rage, 

Haue ought committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this prefence,! defirc 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace, 

Tis death to me to be at enmitic. 

7 hate it, and delire all good mens loue. 

Firil Madame, I inrreatpcace ofyou, 

Which l will purchafe with my durious feruice. 

Ofyou my noble coufen Buckingham, 

7fcucrany grudge were lod’gd betweene vs. 

Ofyou my Lord Ritters, and Lord Gray of vou. 

That all without defert haue frownd on me, 

DukesEarles, Lords, Gentlemen, in deed of all : 

I do not know that Engliih man aliue, 

With whom my foulc is any ioitc at oddes. 

More then the infant that is borne to night : 

/thanke my God for my humilitie. 

$?tt. A holy day (hall tin's be kept hereafter,. 

I would to God all (Irifes were well compounded. 

My foueraigne liege I do bclcech your Maieftic 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace. 

Glo. Why Madame, hauc I offlrcd loue for this. 

To be thus fcorndc in this royall prelence f 
r^no knowes not that the noble Duke is dead ? 

You do him iniuric to fcornc his coarfe. 

Ri. Who knowes not he is dead ? who knowes he is 2 
Ss- All feeing heauen,what a world is this ? 

Buc. Lookel fo pale Lord Dorfcft as the reft i 
Dor. I my good Lord, & no one in this prcfcnce, 

But hisred colour hath forfookc his chcekcs. 

Kin. Is Clarence dead?thc order was reuerft. 

Glo. But he (poore foule) by your fir ft order dide. 

And that a winged Mercury did bearc, 

Some tardie cripple bore the countermaund, 

That came too lagge to fee him buried : 

God graunt thatfomelelfc noble, and IcHc loyal!, 

Neercr in bloody thoughts, but not in blood : 

Deferuc not worfc then wretched Clarence did, 

And yctgoe currantfrom fufpition. Enter Darbie. 




ThcTragedie 

Dar. A boonc (my foucraignc) fer my feruice done, 
Kiu. I pray thee peace, my foule is full of lorrow. 

Dar. I will not rife vnlcfle your highneilegraunt. 

Kin. Then fpeake at oncc,what is it thou demaundft > 
Dar. The forfeit (foueraigne) of my feruants life, 
Who flew to day a ryocous gentleman. 

Lately attendant on the Duke of NorfPolkc. 

Kin. Hauc / a tongue to doome my brothers death, 
And fliail the fame giue pardon to a flauc; 

My brother flew no man,hisfault was thought, 

And vet his punifhment was cruell death, 
rtiiofucd to me for him? who in my rage, 

Knecld at my fectc and bad me be aduifdc ? 

Who fpake of brother- hood ? who of loue ? 

Who told me how the poore foule did forfakc 
The mightie warwickc,and did fight for me ? 

W ho told me in the field by Tcuxburie, 
rrhen Oxford had me downe,he refeued me, 

And faidjdcarc brother,! ! ue and be a King ? 

Who told me when we both !ay in the field, 

Frozen almoft todeath,how he did lappeme, 

Eucnin his ownc garments andgauch mfclfe 
All tbinand naked to the : unrib col ! night? 

All this from my remembrance brurifli wrath 
Sinfully pluckr,and not a man pf you 
Had fo much grace to pur it in my minde. 

But when your carters or your waighting vaflailes 
Hauc done a drunken fl, ughtcr,and defac’d 
The precious Image ofour deare Redeemer, 

You draightarc on your knees for pardon, pardon, 

And 1 vniuftly too, mull graunt it you 
But for my brother, not a mafl would fpeake, 

Nor 1 (vngracious) fpeake vnto my f ife, 

For him, poore foule : The proudeft ofyou all 
Haue bene beholden to him in his life, 

Yet none of you would once plead for his life : 

Oh God,l fearc thy iuftice will take holde 
On me, and you, and minc,and yours for this. , (Exit. 

ComeHaftings,helpe me to my clofet,oh no ore Clarence 




of Richard the third. 

<^ 7 . This is the fruiteofrawncs : marktyounot 
How that theguiltic kindred of the Queene, 
lookt pale when they did hearc of Clarence death. 

Oh, they did vrgeit ftillvnto the King, 

God will reuenge it. But come lets in 

To comfort Edward with our company. Exeunt. 

Enter Dutches of Torke msb Clarence children. 

£ 07 . TelJ-me good Granam, is our father dead ? 

But. No boy. ( breaft ? 

Boi. Why do you wring your hands and beat your 
^ndcrie, Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne ? 

Girle. Why doyou looke on vs and fhake your head ? 

And call vs wretches , Orphanes,caftawayes, 
if that our noble father be aliuc/ 

But. Myprctt/c Cofens, you mifta/^e me much, 

I do lament the fickneflc of the King : 

At loth to loofc hirn>notyour father* death: 

It were loft labour to weepe for one that’* loft. 

Boy. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead, 

The King my Vncle is too blame for this . 

God will reuenge it, whom / will importune 
With day ly prayers all to that effed . 

Dut. Peace children peace, the King doth loue you well. 
Incapable and lhallow innocents, 

7ou cannot gelTe who caufdc your fathers death. 

Bey. Granam, we can: for my good/'nclcGloccftcr 
T«ld me, the ATing prouoked by the Queene, 

DcuiT'd impeachments to imprifon him: 

And when he told me lo he wept, 

And hugd me in his armc, and £ind!y £ift my chccke. 

And bad me relic on him as on my father. 

And he would loue me dearcly as his childe. 

Dut. Oh that deceit fliould ftcale fuch gentle fhapes, 

And with a vertuous vizard hide foule guile, 

«eis niy fonnc,yea and therein my ihamc: 

Tct from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

Boy. Thinfjc you my ^nclc did diilcmblc , Granam/ 

Dut. I Boy. 
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Enter the uecne. 

Q». Whoy (hall hinder me to wailcandweepe, 
Tochidcm fortune, and torment my fclfe l 
lie ioyne with blackc difpaircagainft myfelfc, 

And to my felfc become an cncmie. 

D ; ut. Whatrueanes this feeane ofrude impatience? 

£Hn. To make anaiflof tragicke violence, 
£dward,.my Lord, your fonne our king isdead. 

Why grow the branehes,.now the roore is witbred? 
Why v ithcr not the lcayes^thc lap being gone? 

Ifyou will line, lament :if dic,bebricfe : 

That our fiyift winged foules may catch the kings 
Or like obedient fuhiccfts , follow him,- 
To his new ^ingdomeof perpetuall red. 

Dut. A\y (omuch intereft haue I in thy lorrowy 
As I bad title in thy noble husband: 
l haue bewept a worthy husbands death, 

^nd Iiu’d by loping on his images. 

But now t\y ©mirrors of his princely femblance 
Are crackt in peeces by malignantdeatlv 
And /for comfort haue but onefalfe g!aide> 

^hich greeucs me when I ice my (ha me in him# 

Thou arta widow,yctthouarta mother, 

And haft the comfort of thy children left thee: 

But death hath fnatcht my children fro mine armes, 
And pluckt two crutches from my feeble limmes, 
Edward and Clarence, Oh what.caufc haue I 
Then, being hut moi|ie ofeny griefe, 

To ouergp thy plains and drowne the cries? 

Boy. Good Aunt, you weptnot for our fathers death, 
How can we aide you with our kindreds teares? 

Gerl, Our fatherlelle di ftreilc , was left vnraoand, 
Tour widowes dolours hkcwifebe vnwept 
T On- Gl ’ue me no helpcin lamentation, 
j am not barren to bring forth laments, 

All fprings reduce-their currents to mine eies. 

That [ being gouernd by. the watry moane* 

M^y fend forth plenteous tearcs to drowne thewor/ch . • 
Oil for my hus^nd/or my hg're Lo. Edward,. 



of Richard the third. 

a bo. Oh for out father, for our dcare Lo. Clarence.. 

■1 f Alas for both, both mine Edward and Clarence* - 
What ftaie had I but Edward, and he is gone: 

JFhat ftaie had we but Clarence, and he is gone? 

D , u What ftaies had 1 but they.andthey aregone? 
e). t Was ncucr widow, had fo dcarea ldfe. 

^ r^as eucr Orphancs had a dearer loile? 

’’ o»/.Vaseuer mother had a dearer loftc, 

4hs 1 am f h e root * 1cr of tiicfe moanes, 

Their woes are parceld mine are gen era 11: 

She for Edward wcepes, and fo do / : 

I for a Clarence weepe, fo doth not flic.* 

7hefc babes for Clarence weepe, and fo do I : 

; for an Edward weepe, and fo do they, 

Alas, you three on me threefold diftreft. 

Powreall your teares,/am your forrowes nurfe, 

A_ n d /will pamper it with lamentations. Rnftr Glofter , 

Glo. Madam haue confort, all of vs haue caule nub others 
To waile the dimming ofourlhining ftarre: 

But none can cure their harm*s by wailing them. 

Madame my mother,! do cry you mercie, 

I did not fee your grace, humbly on my knee 
/craueyour bleffing. 

But. God bleife thee, and put meeknes in thy mindc, 
Loue,charitie, obedience, and true dutie. 

Glo. Amen, and make me die a good old man. 

Thats the butt end of my mothers blcfling : 

1 imrucll why her grace did Icaue it out ? 

Buck. Toil cloudy princes, and hartforrowing pcerC9 s 
That bcare this mutiuil heauie load of rnoane. 

Now chearceach othet,ineach others loue .• 

Though we hauefpent our harueft for this King, 

Weare to reape the harueft of his fonne : 

The broken rancour ofyour high fwolne hearts? 

But lately fplmted,fnit, and ioynd together, 

Muft greatly be prefer.u’d,cberiftit,and £ept. 

Me feemeth good that withfome little trairc, 
forthwith from Ludlow theyong prince be fetcht 
Hither to London, to be crownd our King. 

E a Glu 




Thefragr&e 

G*f» Then be it fo : and go we to deter m ine 
V/ho they fliall be that ftraightfliallpoft to Ludlow 
Madame , and you my mothcr,will you go, 

7 " o giue your cenfures in this waightie bufinefle. 

An f- mt[x a!I our hearts Exeunf-.mantt Glo. Bach. 

Buck. My Lord, who cuer iourneyes to the Prince ) 

For Gods fake Jet not vs two bebchinde: 

For by the way lie fort occafion, 

As index to the floric we lately tal£t off, 

To part the Queencs preude kindred from the ATine, 

Glo. My other fcJfe, my counicls confiftoric, 

My O racle , my P rophct,my dearc Cofcn s 
/like a cbiJde will goby thy diredion : 

Towards Ludlow then, for we will not flay behindc. Exit. 
Enter two Citizens. 

' Cit. Neighbour well met, whither away fo fall ?' 

2Ctt. /promifeyou, I fcarccly know my felfc. 

1 Heare you the. newes abroad/ 

2 I that the King is dead. 

x Bad newes birlady, feldome comes the better, 

I fearc,/feare twill prooue a troubJcfomc world.' Enter am* 
$Ctt. Good morrow neighbours. thsrCit 

£oth this oewe* holdof good Kings Edwards death? 

«\r 0t ma,llcrsI ° okc tO'fcc a troublous world, 

2 , ’ , L by , Gods 8 race his fonne (hall raigne. 

3 f^o to that land thars gouernd by a childc. 

2 In him there is a hope ofgoucrnment, 

Thatin his nonage, counfell vndcr him. 

And in his fu 1 and opened yceres himfclfe, 

No doubt fliall then, and till then goucrncwcll 
i So flood the flate when Harry the fixt 
Tft as crownd at Paris, but at nine moncths oldc. 

? Stood the flare fo/no good my friend not fo, 

For then this land was fa mouflyfenricht 
Wth pohtike grauc counfcll : then the King 
Had vertuous Vncles to pro ted his Grace. 8 
2*o hath this, both by the father and mother. 

I Better it were they a II ca me by the father 
O^by thefathcr there were none stall.* 
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For emulation now, who lhall be neareft, 

^hich touch vs all tooncarcifGod preuentnoh 
Oh full of danger is the Duke of Glocefler, 

And the Queenes kindred hautie and proude, 

And were they to be rulde,and not to rule, 

This fickly land might folace as before. 

2 Come,come,wc fearc the woor A,a!I fliall be well. 

; When clouds appeare, wife men put on their cloakes. 
When great leauesfall, the winter is at hand : 

When the fun fets,who doth notlooke for night? 
Vntimcly flormes make men exped a dearth t 
All may be well : but ifGod fort it lb, 

Tis more then we defcruc,or I exped, 

i Trucly the foules of men are full of dread s 
Yccannotalmoftreafon withaman 
That Jookes not heauily and fulloffcare. 

1 Before the times ofchange,ftilJ isitio: 
Byadiuineinftindmcns mindes miftruft 
Enfuing dangers, as by proofe we ice, 

The waters fwell before a boy ftrousftorme : 

But leaue it all to God : whither away ? 

2 Wcarcfcnt for to the Iuflicc. 

3 And fo was I, lie bcarc you companic. Exeunt. 

Enter Cardinally Dutches ofYtrke, ^u.y*ng Yorkf. 

Car. Laftnigbtl heard they lay at Northhampton, 

At Stoniftratford will they be to night, 

To morrow or next day they will behere. 

Dnt. I long with all my heart to fee the Prince, 

1 hope he is much growne fincc la ft I faw him. 

£>u. But I heare no, they fay my fonne of Yorkc 
Hath almoft ouertane him in his growth. 

Yor. I mother, but I would nothaue it fo. 

Dnt. Why my yong Coufln it is good to grow. 

Yor. Granar»,onc night as we did lit at fupper, 

My VncleRiuers talkt how I did grow 
M-cthen my brother. I quoth my Vnclc Clo. 
mall hearbs haue grace, great weeds grow apace t 
And iince me thinkes I would not grow fo faft, 
ccayfc fweete flowers are flow,and weedea make hafte. 
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But. Good faith,good faith : the faying did not hold 
In him that did obiedt the fame to thee : 

He was the wretched fl tWngwhenhcwasyong, 

So long a growing and fo Ieifurely, 

That ifthis wereatu!e,hellioo!d be gracious. 

Car. Why Madame,{bnodoubthe is. 

But. I hope fo too, but yet let mothers doubt. 

Tor. Now by my troth if 1 had bcene remembred 
I could haue giuen my V ncles Grace a flout, ( m j ne 

That fliould haue necrer toucht his growth then he did 

But. How my prettie Yorke ? I pray thee let me heareit. 

Tor. Marry they fay, that my Vncle grew fo fail, 

That he could gnaw a cruft attwohoures hold : 

Twas full two veers ere I could get a tooth. 

Granam this would haue beenc a prettie ieft. 

But. I pray thee prettie Yorke, who told thee fo? 

Tor. Grananijhis Nurie. 

But. Why,llie was dead ere thou wert borne. 

Tor. Iftwcrc not fbe,I cannot tell who told me. 

A perilous boy : go too ; you are too flirewd. 

Car. Good Madame he notangry with thechifd. 

Pitchers haue earcs. Enter Dorfet. 

Car. Hcrecomesyourfonne,L rd Marques Doriet, 
What newes Lord Marques ? 

Bor. Such newes, my Lord, as grieues me to vnfold. 

J£u. How fares the Prince? 

Dor. Well, Madame, and in health. 

But. What is the newes then ? 

Bor. Lord Riuers,and Lord Gray , are fent to Pomfret, 
With them, Sir Thomas Vaughan, prifoners. 

But. Who hath committed them ? 

Bor. T he mightic Dukes, Glocefler and Buckingham. 

Car. For what offence ? 

Bor. The fummeofall lean, t hauedifclofcd: 
Wny,orfor what theie Nobles were committed. 

Is all vnknowncto me, my gracious Lady. 

gu Ay me, I fee the do wnefall of our houfe, 

The Tyger now hath ceazd the gentle Hindc .- 
iniulting tyrannie begins to let , 
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voon the innocent and lawleflethroanc: 

Welcome deftruftion, death and maflacre. 
ifeejsina Mappe the end of all. 

But. Accuricd and vnquict wrangling dales. 

How many ofyou haue mmeeyes beheld ? 

My husband loft his life to get the crowne, 

And often vpanddowne my fonnes were toft, 
for me to ioy and weepe their gaine and lofle, 

And being featcd,and domefticke broyles 
Cleane oucrblown,themfelues the conquerours. 

Make war vpon themfclues, blood againft blood 
Selfeagainft telfe,0 prepofterous 
Andfrantickeoutrage,end thy damned fplccnc. 

Or let me die to. looks on death no more. 

Comc,como,my boy, we will to Sanduarfc. 

But. lie go along with you. 
go. You haue no caufe. 

Car. My Gracious Ladie,go. 

And thither beareyour treafurcand your goods. 

For my parf,Ile reiigne vnto your Grace, 

The Seale I kcepe,and fo betide to me* 

A* well I tender you, and all of yours : 

Comcjliccondudlyou tothefanftuarie. Exeunt. 

Tbe T rumpets found. Ent er yong P rince ,the Dukes of 

Gioceftr, and Buckingham. Cardin all, &c. (bcr. 

Buc. Welcome fweete Prrncc to London to your cham- 
Glo. Welcome dearc Cofcn my thoughts fcucraigne. 

The wearie way hath made you melancholic. ^ 

Pm. No V ncie.but ourcroiles on the way, 

Haue made it tedious, wean fame, and heauie ; 

I want more V ncle3 hcee to welcome me. 

Glo. Sweet Prince, the vntainted vert ue of your y ceres, , 
Hath not yet diued into the worlds deceit j 
Nor more can you diflinguiik ofa-man, 

Then of his outward fhew, which God he knowes, 

Seldome or neucr iumpeth with the heart, 

Thofe Vncles which you want, were dangerous, 
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God keepe you from them, and from fuch falfcfricndj. 
Prin. God keepe me from falfe friends, but they were non 
GloMy Lord, the Maior of London comes to grcctcyou^ 
Enter Lord. Maior. 

Lo.M.God blcflc your Gracc,with health and happy daicj 
Prin. I thankc you good my L. and thankc you all i 
I thought my mother and my brother Yorke, 

Would long ere this hauemet vsonthc way : 

FtC|What a flug is Haftingsfhathe comes not 
To tell vs whether they will come or no. Enter t.B a 

Buck. And in good rime hecre comes the fw eating Lord 
Pri». Welcome my Lord,what,will our mother conic* * 
Haft. On what occafion God he knowes not I; 
TheQuecnc your mother, and your brother Yorke 
0 Haue taken Sanduarie : The fender Prince 

Would faine come with me to meetc your Grace, 

But by his mother was perforce wi thheld. 

Buc. Fie,whatan indiredandpccuifhcourfc 
Is this of hers J Lord Cardinal!, will your Grace 
Pcrfwadc the Qucenc they fend the Duke of Yorke 
V nto his princely brother prefentlyi 
If flic denic,Lord Haftings go with them, 

And from her icalous armes pluckc him perforce. 

Car. My L. of Buckingham,! f my wcake oratoric 
0 Can from his mother winne the Duke of Yorke 
Anon exped him hecre : but if flic be obdurate * 

Tp'mildc cntreatie*,God forbid 
jrc fliould infringe the holy priuiledge 
' Of blcjled Sanduarie : not for all this land. 

Would Ibc guiltie of fogreata fmne. 

Back. You arc too fcncclefle obftinate my Lord, 
Tooccrgfnoniousand traditionall. 

Weighrit butwith the grofenclfcofthi* age. 

You breakenot Sanduaric in feazing him : 

The benefit thercofis alwaicsgranted 
To ^hofc whofc dealings haue deferued the place. 

And t noie who haue the wit to claime the place, 
a Thls P rin cc hath neither claimed ir, nor deferued if. 

And therefore in mine opinion cannot haue it. 
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Then taking him from thence that is not there, 

You breakc no priuiledge notcharter there; 

L h<l , c I heard of Sanduarie men, 

But Sanduarie children neucr till now. 

Car My Lord, you (hall ouerruie my minde for once : 
Come on Lord Ballings , will you go with me ? 

. Haft. I go my Lord. Em. Car & Haft. 

p,i. Good Lords make all the fpecdie haft you 
Say Vnclc Glocefter,i£our brother come, ( may. 

Where (hall wefoiourne till our Coronation? 

Glo. Where it thinkft bed vnto your royall felfe: 

Ifl roaycounfel you fomeday ot two, 

Your highnelTc (hall repofe you at the Tower : 

Then where you pleafe & fhalbc thought moll fit 
Forycurbcfl health andrecreation. 

pri. l do not like the Tower of any place: 

Did Iulius Cjefcr build that place my Lord? 

Back. He did, my gracious L. begin that place, 

Which fincefuccedingages haue reedified. 

, P>in. Is it vpon record, or els reported >■ 

Sucefliucly from age to age he built ir? /• 

Buck-Vpon record my gracious Lord. I 

Pm. But lay my Lord it were not regiflred, \ 

Me thinkes the truth fliould liuefrom age to age, \ 

Astwcre rctaild to all podcritie, 

Euen to the generallending day. 

Glo. So wifc,fo yong,they fay do neuer Hue long; 

Pm. What lay you V nclc 1 
Glo. I fay, without Charaders fame Hues long 
Thus like the fcrmall vicc,iniquitie, 

I moralize two meanings in one word. 

fn».That Iulius Cacfar was a famous man, 

With what his valour did enrich his wit. 

His witfttdownetomake his valour liue : 

Death makes no conquefl of his conquerour, 
FornowheJiues in famc,rhoughnotin life : 

Iletell you what my Coufen Buckingham*. 

• Buck What my eratious Lord ? 
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lie win our auncient right in France againc. 

Or dye a (ouldicras Uiu'd a king. 

Glo. Short fommers lightly haucaforvvardfpring. 

Enter yong Yorke^Haftings, Cardinall. 

Bhc. Now in good time, here comes the DukcofYorkc 

Print Rich, of Yorkc,how fares our noble brother? 

Tor. Well my dcarc Lord: fo mult I call you now. * 

Prin. I brother to our griefe as it is yours : 

Too late he didc that might hauc kept that title, 

Which by his death hath loft much roaieftie. 

Glo. How fares our coufen noble L.of Yorke? 

Tor. I thanke you gentle vncle. O my Lord, 

You faid that Idle weeds are fall in growth: 

The Prince my brother hath out growne mefarre. 

Glo. He hath my Lord. 

Tor. And therefore is he idle ? 

GU. Oh myfairccoufen,l muft not fay fo. 

Tor . Then he is more beholding to you then I. 

Glo. He may command meas myfoueraigne, 

Butyou haue power in me as in a kinfman. 

Tt ir. I pray you vncle giue me this dagger. 

Glo. My dagger littlecoulen, with all my heart. 

Erin. A begger brother? 

Tor. Of my kind vncle that I know will giue. 

And being buta toy, which is no griefe to giue. 

Glo. A greater gift then that,IIegiuemycolen. 

Tor. A greatergift ? O thats thefword too if. 

Glo. I gentle ccfcn,werc it light enough. 

Tor. O than I fee you will part but with lightgifts, 

In weightier things youle fay a beggernay. 

Glo. It is too weightie for your grace to weare. 

Tor. I weigh it lightly were it hcauier. 

Glo. What would you haue my weapon litle Lor J ? 

Tor. I would that I might thanke you asyou call me. 

Glo. How ? Tor. Litle. 



Prin. My Lo: of Yorke will ftili be croife in talke ; 
Vnclcyour grace knoweshowtobearc with him. 

Tor. You meanc to bearc me, nor to beare with me : 
Vncle, my brother mockcs bath you and me, 
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Brcaufc that I litle like an Ape. 

He thinkes that you fliould bearc me on your ftioulders. 

But. With what a (liarpcprouided wit hcrcafons. 

To mittigate the fcorne he giue his vncle, 

Hcprctely and aptly taunts himfclfe : 

So cunning and fo youg is wondcrfull. 

Git. My Lo : wilt pleafe you palle along? 

Myfelfeand my good coufen Buckingham, 

Will to your mother, to entreat oi her 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 

Ttr. What will you goc vnto the tower my Lord? 
prin. My Lord Protcdor will hauc it fo. 

Tor. I (hall not fleepe in quiet at the Tower. 

Glo. Why , what Ihouldyou feare? 

Tor. Mary my vncle Clarence angry ghoft.- 
My Granam toldc me he was murdred there. 

Prin. I feare no vncles dead. 

Glo. Nor none that liuc, I hope. 

Prin. And ifthey liuc, l hope l need not feare. 

But come my L. with a hcauic heart 
Thinking on them, goc I vnto the Tower. 

Exeunt Prin. Yor.Hnft. D0rfm4net.Bich.Bue. 

Buc. Thinkcyou my Lo : this litle prating York*, 

Was not incenfcd by his fubtile mother, 

Totaunt andfeorne you thus opprobricufly ? 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt, Oh tis a perilous boy. 

Bold, quickc,ingcnious,forward, capable, 

He is all the mothers, from the top to toe. 

Buc. Well let them reft .- Come hither Catcsby, 

Thou art fwornc as deeply toeffed what we intend, 

As clolely toconceale whatweimpart. 

Thou knoweft our rcafons vrgdc vpon the way; 

What thinkeft thou, is it not an eafic matter 
To make William L. Haftings of our mindc, 

For the inftalment of this noble Duke, 

In thefeate royallof this famous lie? 

C*tef. He for his fathers fake (olouesthe Prince, 

That he will not he wonncto ought againll him. 

Buc, What thiiiiuft thou then o! Stanley, wh^ will he? 
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Cat. He will do all in all as Mailings doth. 

Back. Well, then no more but this: 

G*gentlc Catcsby,and asitwerea farreoff, 

Sound Lord Hadings how he (lands aft'eded 
V nto our purpofe,If he be willing, 

Encourage him, and (hew him all our reafons; 

If he be leaden, icic, cold, vnwilliog, 

Berhoufo too:and fobreakeodyourtalke, 

And giue vs notice of his inclination, 

For we to morrow' hold diuided counfels, 

Wherein thy fclfeflialt highly be employed. 

Glo. Commend me to Lord Wiliam, tell him Catcsby 
Hisancicnt knot ofdangerousaduerfaries 
To morrow arc let blood at PomfretCadlc, 

And bid my friend for ioy of this good newes, 

Giue gentle Midrcllc Shore, one gentle kilTc the more. 

Back. Good Catcsby effed this bufinelTcfoundly. 

Cat. My good Lords both:with all the heed I may. 

Glo. Shall we hearc from you Catesby ere we fleepef’ 

Cat. You (hall my Lord. Exit Catch. 

Glo. At Crosby place, there fliall you find vs both. 

Now my Lord , what (hall we dojifwepcrcciue 

William Lord Hadings will not yeeld toourcomplots? 

Glo. Chop ofFhis head man,fomc what wcwill do, 

And lookc when I am King claimc thou of the 
The Earledome of Herford and the mooueables, 
Whercofthe King my brother flood polled, 

Bacy He claimc that promife at your Graces hands. 

Glo. And Iooke to haue it yeelded with willingnedc. 
Come let vs fup betimes, thatafterwards 
We may diged our complots in forae forme. Exeunt. 

■ _ . Btiter a mejfeugcr t o Lord Haflinos. 

A-feff. What ho my Lord. 

Haft. Who knocks at the doore? 

Mef. a medenger from the L. Stanley. Enter L. ft/. 
Haft. Whats a clocke? 

Mef V pon the drokc of foure. 

Had. Cannot thy maider llccpc the teditous nights? 

MeJ. So it (houid feeme by that I haue to fay: 
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Fird ha commends him to your noble Lordfiifp.’ 

1 H4 And then. Mef. And then he fends you word. 

He dreamt to night the Beare had cade his hclmc : 

Rcfides hefayes, there arc two counccls held, 

And that may be determind at the one, , 

Whieh may make you and him to rew at the other, 

Therefore he fends to know your Lorfiiids pleafure 
Ifprefcntly you will take horfc with him, 

And with all fpeed pod into the North, 

To (bun the danger that hisfoulcdiuines. 

Haft. Good fellow go,returne vnto thy Lord: 

Bid him not fcarcthe (eparated councels.- 
HisHonour and my felfc arc at the one, 

And at the other is my feruant Catesby: 

Where nothing can proceed thattouchcth vs, 

Whereof I (hall not haue intelligence. 

Tell him his feares are (hallow, wanting ihfiancic. 

And for his dreames,I wonder he is fo fond, 

Totrudthe mockeric o( vnquiet (lumbers. 

To flyc the Boare before the Boarc purfuc vs, 

Were to inccnfe the Boare to follow vs, 

And make purfuite where he did meane no chafe. 

Go, bid thy mader rife and come to me, 

And we will both together to the Tower, 

Where he (hall fee the Boare will vfe vs kindly. 

Mef. My gfacious Lord, lie tell him what you lay, Exit. 

Enter Catesby to L. Haftinos,.. 

Cat. Many good morrow cs to my noble Lord. 

Ha(l . Good morrow Catesby:you are early dirring, 

What newes, what newes, in this our tottering datc. ? 

CW.Itis a reeling world indeed my Lord, 

And /bclceue twill neuerdandvpright 
Till Richard weare the Garland of the Rcalme. 

Haft Whofweare the Garlandido cd thou meane the 

Cat. I my good Lord. (Crowne? 

Haft. Ue haue this crowne of mine, cut from my (houlders 
Ere I will fee the Crowne fofoule mifplade: 

But cand thou gelTc that he doth ayme at it? v 

Cat. Vpon my life my L, and hopes to findc you forward 

F. 3 Vpon 
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Vpon his party for the gainc thereof, 

And rhcrevpon he fends you this good newes t. 

That this lame very day, your enemies. 

The kindred of the Queenc muft die at Pomfret. 

Haft. Indeed I am no mourner for that newes, 
Becaufcthcy haucbccnc ftill mine enemies: 

But that lie giuc my voycc on Richards fide, 

To barre my maifters heirea in true difeent, 

God knowes I will not do it to the death. 

Cat. God keepe your Lordfhip in thatgracious minde. 
Haft. But I lhall laugh at this a tweluemonth hence. 

That they who brought me in my Maifters hate, 

I Iiuc to lookc vpon their tragedie : 

I tell the Catesby. fat. What my Lord? 

Haft. Erea fortnight make me elder, 
lie fend fomepacking, that yetthinke noton it, 

Cat. Tis a vile thing to die my gracious Lord 
When mtn arc vnprepard, and lookc not for it. 

Haft. O monftrousjtnonftrous , and fo fals it out 
With Riuers, Faughan, Gray:and fo twill doo 
Withfomc mencls,whothinke themfelues as Cafe 
As thou, and I, who as thou knowft are dearc 
To princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 

Cat. The Princes both make high account of you, 

For they account hit head vpon the bridge. 

Haft, I know they do, and I haue wclidcferucd i. 

Enter Ltrd Stanley, 

What my L. where is your Boare-fpcarc man/ 
t care you the Boa re and goc fo vnprouided/ 

Stan. My L. good morrow :good morrow Catesby t 
You may ieft on, but by the holy Roodc? 

Ido pot like thefefeuerall councelsl. 

Haft. My L. I hold my life as dearc as you do yours, 

And ncucr in my life I do proteft, 

Was it more precious to me then it is now, 

Tninke you but that I knorw our ftate fccurc, 

I would befotryumphant as /am/ 

Sea. The Lord* at Pomfret when tueyrode from London 
Were locund, and fuppcfdc their ftstes was furc, 

And 
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Andlndeed had no caufeto miftruft : 
sat yc t you fee how foonc the day orccaft, 

This fudden fcab of rancor I mifdoubt, 

Pray God, / fay , / prone a needlclTc coward, 
outcome mv L Oiall we to the Tower/ 

Ha.. I go:but ftay, hearc you not the newes? 

This day thofe men you raike of , are beheaded. 

Sta. They for their truth might better wcare their heads, 
Thenfome that haucaecufdc them wearc their hat: 
/futcomemy L lctvsaway. Exit L Standley ,<£• Cat. 

Ha. Go you before, lie follow prefently. 

Enter nPur/tuant* 

Haft. /Tell met HaftingSjhow goes the world with thee/ 

Par. The better that it pieafe your good Lordihiptoaslc. 

Haft, /tell thee fellow, tis better with me now, 

Then when / met thee laft where now we mcetc: 

Then was / going prifoncr to the Tower, 

By thefuggeftion of the Quccncs allies: 

But now I tell thcc ( keepe it to thy felfc ) 

This day thofe enemies arc put to death, 

And I in better ftate then euer 1 was. 

Pur. God hold it to your Honours good content. 

Haft.Gtametcy Haftings,hold fpend thouthat. 

He giues him his pttrfe. 

Pur. God fane your Lordfhip. Exit. Pur. Enter 4 Prieft. 

Haft. What fir /ohn,you arc well met: 

I am beholding to you for your laft dayes execifc: 

Come the next Sabboth,and l will content you. He whi/perrt 
Enter Buckingham. ( i» hit eare. 

Sue. /How now Lord Chamberlaine, what talking with a 
Yourfriendsat Pomfretthey dp need the Prieft. (prieft? 
Your Honour hath no fhtiuing workc in hand. . 

Haft. Good faith, and when /met this holy man, 

Thofe men you talkc of, came into my minde: 

What, go you to the Tower my Lord? 

Luc. I do, but long /(hall not ftay, 

/(hall rcturne before your Lordfhip thence. 

Haft , Tis like enough, for I ftay dinner there. 

Buc. Aad fupper too, although thou knowft it not : 

Come 
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Co me (hall we goe along l 

Enter Str Richard Ratltfe , with the Lard Riuert, 

G ray , and y'attghan, pr if oners. 

R^f. Come bring forth the pnfoners. 

Riut Sir Richard Rat!iffc,les me tell chce this: 

Today (halt thou behplda lubicdldie, 

For ft uth,for dutie,and for loyaltie. 

Gray. God keepe the prince from all the pack of you: 

A knot you are of damned blood fuckers. 

Rite. O Pomfret, Pomfrct.Oh thou bloudie prifon, 
Fatall and ominious to noble Peeres : 

Withinthc guilticclofureof thy walks 
Richard the fccond here was hacktto death: 

And for more (launder to thy difmall foule, 

VVegiuc thee vp our guiltlcifc bioudsto drinke. 

Gray. Now Margarets curfc is falnc vpon our heads, 

For (landing by, when Richard llabd her fonne. 

Rt. Then cutd flic Hadings, then curd flic Buckingham, 
Then curd flic Richard. Oh remember God* 

F o heare her prayers for them as now for vs. 

And for my fider,and her princely fonne: 

Befatisficd deare God with our trucblouds, 

Which as thou knpwcd vniudly mud be fpjlt. 

Rat, Come, come, difpatch,thelirnit of your liues is out. 

Riu. Come Gray, come Vaughan, let vs all imbrace 
A nd take our lcauc,vntill we mcete in heauen. Exeunt, 

Enter the Lords to ceunf ll. 

Haft. My Lordsat once, the caufe why wc arc met, 

Is to determine of the coronation. 

In Gods name fay , when is this royal! day ? 

Bac. Arc all things fitting for that royall time l 

Dar. It is, and let but nomination. 

Btfh. 1 o morrow then , I gudfc a happie time. 
r Buc. Whoknowcs the Lord Protestors minde herein? 
Who is moll inward with the nobkDukc/ ( his mind. 

Ei Why you my Lo : me thinks you fliould fooned know 

Bite. Who I my Lord ? we know each others faces: 

But for our hearts, he knowes no more ofinine, " 

Tncn i of yours : nor I no more of his,then you of mine. 
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Lord Hading*, you and he are neare in loue. 

#«/?./ihanke his grace, /know hcloucsmcweli: 

ButforV.is purpofc in the coronation 
/hauc not founded him, nor he dcliuered 
His graces plcafure anyway therein ; 

But you my L. may name the time, 

And in the Dukes behalfc ilc giuc my voice, 

Which /prefume he will take in gentle parr. 
jjifj. Nowin good time here comes the Duke him fclfc. 

Enter Glfter. 

G!o. My noble L and coufcns all good morrow, 

/hauc bene long a deeper, but now /hope 
My abfcncc doth negled no great drfignes, 

Which by my prcfcncc might hauc bene concluded. 

Bw. Had not you come vpon your kew my Lord, 

Wiliam L. Hadings had now pronound your parr : 

/ mean e your voi cc for crow ning of t he ki n g. 

G/fcThen my L. Hadings, no man might be bolder, 

His Lotdflup knowes me well, and loucs me well. 

/&/. / thankc your grace. , 

Git. My Lord of Elie. , 

Btjh. My Lord. 

Glo. fPhen/waslaftinHolborne, 

/fawegood drawberries in your garden there, 

/dobefcechyou fend for fomc ofthetn. 

Bifh* I goe my Lord. 

Glo. Ccufen Buckingham, a word with you: 

Catesby hath founded Hadings in our budnclfe, 

And findes the tedy gentleman fo hote, 

As he will loofc his head are giuc content, 

His maiden fonne as worfhipfull he cermes it, 

Shall loofc the royaltieofEnglandsthroane. 

Bttc. Withdraw you hence my L. /Ie follow you. Ex- Glo, 
Bar. tv e haue not yet fet downe this day of triumph, 

To morrow in mine opinion is toofoonc: 

F^r /my felfeam not fo well prouided, 

Asclfc/ would be wcrcthcday prolonged. 

Enter the Btfhop ofElU. (berries. 

BtJVnctc is my L. Protcftor ,/haue fent for thefe draw- 

G Haft, 
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H*Jt. His Grace lookcs cheerfully andfinooth todar, 
Thcres foroe conceit or other likes him well, 

When he doth bid good morrow with filch a fpirit, 

/thinkc there is neueraman inChriftendomc, 

That can ieiTer hide his loue or liatc then he : 

For by his face ftraight Hull you know his heart. 

Dxr. Whatofhis heart prcceiue you in his face, 

By any likelihood he (hewed to day l 

Half. Mary , that with no man here he is offended, 

For if he were , he would haue fhewen it in his face. 

Dar.fi Pray God he be not , /fay. 

Enter Glojler . 

Glo. / pray you all, what do they deferue 
That do confpire my death with diucilifh plots, 

Of damned witchcraft , and that haue preuaild 
Fpon my bodic withtheir hellifli charmes .? 

Haft. The tender loue /bcare your Grace my Lord, 

M ikes me moll forward in this noble prefence, 

To doome the offenders whatfoeuer they be : 

I fay my Lord they hauedeferued death. 

Glo. Then be your eyes the witnefle of this ill, 

See how /am bewitcht , behold mine armc 

Is like a blalted fapling withered vp. 

ynis is that Edwards wife, that monflrous witch, 

Conforted with that harlot (trumpet Shore, 

That by their witchcrafts thus haue marked me. 

Hi(l. It they haue done this thing raygratious Lord. 

Gto. /fjthouprotcftcrofthis damned flrumpct, . 

Telft thou me of iffes ? thou art a traitor. 

Oil with his head. Now by Saint Paul, 

/will notdmc today /five, are, 

Flitill / fee the fame , fome fee it done : 

The reft that loue me , come and follow me. Exeunt ,mntt 

&*• tVo wo for England, not a whit for me : Ca.with Haft. 

For / too fond might haue preuentedthis : 

Stanley did dreame the boare did race his helme, 

Bit / difdaind it, and didfeorneto flie, 

rhree times to day my footecloth horfc did ftumble, 

And ftartled when he looke vpon thcZowcr, 
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a, loth to beare me to the (laughter- houfe. 
nh now I want the Prieft that fpake to me, 

I now repent I told the Purfiuant, 

L twerc triumphing at mine enemies, 
flow they aC Pomfrec bloodily were burcherd, 

Andl my felfc ft cure in grace and fauonr : 

Oh Margaret, Margaret : now thy heauiecurfe 
U lighted on poore Hillings wre tched head. 

La. Difpatch my Lord, the Duke wouid beat dinner: 
Make a lliort fhrift, he longs to fee your head. 

o momentary ftate of worldly men, 

Which we more hunt for, then for the grace of heauen : 

Who builds his hopes in airc of your fatre ioekes, 

Lues like a drunken Sayler on a mart, 

Ready with cuery nod to tumble downe 
Into the fatall bowels ofthe deepe. 

Come leade me to the b*ocke,bearc nim my neac, 

They fmile at me, that Ibortly (ball be dead. Exeunt. 

Enter Duke ofGlofterAnd Buckingham in Armour, 

Gh. Come cofen, canft thou quake & change thy colour 
Murther thy breath in middle of a word, 

And then begin againc and flop againe, 

Aiifthou wcrtdiflraughtand mad with terror. 

Sue. Tutfearenotme. 

I can counterfeit the deepe Tragedian, 

Speake,and looke backe,and prie on euery fide : 

Intending deepe fufpition,gaftly lookes 
Areatmyfcruicelikeinforccd fmilcs, 

And both arc rcadic in their offices 

Tograce my ftratagems. Enter Metier. 

Glo. Here comes the Maior. 



Buc. Lctmealonctocntertainc him. LordMaiofc 
Glo. Locke to the drawbridge there. 

Buc. The reafon we haue lent for you. 

Glo, Catesby ouerlooke the wallcs. 

Buc. Harke,I hcarcadrumme. 

Glo. Looke backe, defend thee, here are enemies, 
Buc. God and our innocencie defend vs. 

Glo, O, O, be quiet, it is Catesby. 
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Enter Catesby with Haft tugs head. 

Cat . Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, 

The dangerous and vnfbfpctftcd Huftiogs. 

Glo. So deare 1 lou’d the man, that /muft wcepe- 
/ tookc him fox the plaincft harmclcire man, F 
That breathed v po;i this earth a Chriftian: 

Looke ye my Lord Maior : 

I made him my booke wherein my foulcrecordcd 
The Hiftoricofall herfccrct thoughts : 

So fmooth he daub'd his vice with (hew of vertue 
That his apparantopen guilt omitted : 

1 meane his conucrfation with Shores wife, 

He laid from all attainder offufped:. ( tra j t 

B UC K. JV ell, well, he was the coutrtft fhcltrcd 
That cuer liu'd ,wouIJ you haue imagined, 

Or almoft belceue, wert nor by great preferuatir 
We hue to tell it you .? The iubtile traitor 
Had, this day plotted in the counfell houfc, 

To murder me, and my good Lord of Gloccfter. 

Mayor. What , had he fo? 

G!o. What thinke ye we are Turks or Infidels, 
Orthat we would againft thccourfe of Law, 

Proceed thus ralhly to the villaines death, 

But that the extreamc perill ofthe cafe, 

The peaceof England ,and our perfons fafetie 
Inforit vs to this execution? 

Ma. Now fairc befall yoQ,hc deferued his death. 
And you my good L. both, haue well proceeded, 

To warnc falfe traitors from the like attempts : 

I ncuerlooktfor better at his hands, 

After he once fell in with Mifireire Shore. 

Cto. Yet had not wc determined he Jhould die, 
rntill your Lor.Jfhip came to fee his death. 

Which now the longing hullcof thefe our friend* 
ohic what again!! our meaning haucpcrucntcd, 

Be cau ferny Lord , wee would haue had you heard 
1 he traitor fp-ake , and timeroully confclTc 
Tne manner, and the purpofe of his treafbn. 

That you minght well haue fignificd the fame 
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Vnto the Cittizens,who happily may 
M fcondcr vs in him, and waylehis death. 

Ma- My good L. your Graces word lhall/crue, 

As well as 1 had feene or heard him fpeake: 

And doubt you not right noble Princes both, 

Bu: ilc acquaint your dutious Citfzens 
Y/ith all your iuft proceedings in this caufe. 

Gle. Andtothatcndwc wilhtyourLordfliip 
To auoid the carping fenfurrsofthe world, (here, 

Buc. But lines you came too late ofour intents. 

Yet witneire what wc did intend, and fo my Lord aduc. 

G,o. After , after jCoufcn Buckingham. Exit Maior. 

The Maior towards Guild-hall nies him in all poft. 

There at y our meet ft a d ua n tage of the ti me, 

Inferrethe bafterdy of Edwards children : 

Tell them how Edward put to death a Citizen, 

Oncly foi fay fug he would make his fonne 
Hc.rc to the Crownc.tneaning (indeed) his houfe, 

Which by the figne thereof was tearmedfb. 

Moreoucr,vrgc his hatefull luxurie. 

And beftiall appetite in change of luft. 

Which llretched to their feruants, daughters, wiuee, 
Eucnwherehisluftfullcycjor frnrge heart, 

W'ithcuf controll h fted to make his prey t 
Nay for a need thus farrecomr nccre my perfon. 

Tell them, when that my mother went with child 
Ofthat vnfatiate Edward, noble Yot ke. 

My Princely fathet then bad warres in France, 

And by mil computation of the time. 

Found, that the i ffu« was not his begot, 

Which well appeared in his ineaments, 

Bcingnothing like the noble Duke my father : 
Buttouchthisfpannglvasit were farre off, 

Bccaofe you know my Lord,mv brother lines. 

Bye. Fcarenot,my Lord, He play the Orator, 

As ifthe golden fee for which I pleade 
Were for my feife. 

Glo. Ifyouthriuewell,bripgthcn»foBaynardsCaftJe, 
Where you Hall findc me well accompanied 

G. i With 
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fp’hh reuerend fathers and well learned Bifhop*. 

Buc. About three or fourca clockelcokctoheare 
fHsat’hewcsGuildhallaffordethand fomy Lord farwell. 

Glo. Now will I in to take feme priuic order ( hx, p, l( 
Todraw the BratsofClarer.ee cut of light, 

And to giuc notice that no manner of pci (on 
At any time haue rccourfe vnro the Princes. £ x - t 

Entry a Scrintnirn ith ft paper in bn hand* 

This is thelndi&mentof the good Lord Mailings, 

AP’hich in a fet hand fairely is er grolf'd, 

That it may be this day readoucr in Pauls : 

And niarkc how well the fcquell hangs together, 

Eleuen houres I (pent to write it ouer. 

Foryeflcrnightby Catesby v as it brought me, 

The prefident was full as long a Jooing, 

And yet within thefe hue houres liucd Lord Haftings, 
Vntaintedjvncxamined : free,atlibertie : 

Here's a good world the while, ^hy who’s fogroile 
That fees not this palpable dcuice ? 

Yet who fo blind but fayes hefees it not ? 

Bad is the world, and all will come to nought, 

J^’hcn fuch bad dealing tnult be feene in thought. Exit, 
Enter Gloctfier at one doore, Buckingham at another, 

Glo. How now my Lord what fay the Citizens? 

Bnc. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 

The Citizencs arc mumme,and fpeake not a word. 

Glo. Touchtyouthe Baftardy of Edwards children? 

Bnc. Idid:withtheinfatiatcgrecdinelTcofhisdefircs, 

His tyranny for trifles: his owne baftardy, 

As being got, your father then in France : 

J^ithall I did infcrreyourlicnaments. 

Being the right Idea of your father, 

Both in one forme andnoblcnelfeofmindc : 

Layd open all your victories in Scotland ; 

Your Difciplincin warrc,wifedomein peace: 

Your bountie,vcrtue,fairc humilitic: 

Indeedleft nothing fitting for the purpofc 
Fntouch’t,orflieghtly handled in difeourfe : 

And when my Oratoricgrcw to end, 
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l ha 1 the m that Ioncs their Countries good, 
r rv God faue Richard, Englands royall King. 
a .a nd did thev fo? 







Glo. A>and did they fo ? 

Bnc. NofoGodhelpcmc, 

Rut like dumbe ftatucs or breathlelle ftones, 

Gaz lecach on other and lookt deadly pale: 
fFhich when I faw,l reprehended them : (lencc ? 

And jskc the Mayor what meant this wilfull fi- 
Hisanfwercwas,thc people werenotwont 
To be fpokc too, but by the Recorder. 

Then he was vrgde to tell my taleagaine: 

Thus faith the Duke, thus hath the Duke in.crd : 

But nothing fpake in warrant from himfclfc : 
rrhen he had donc,fomc followers of mincowne 
At the lower end of the hall, hut led vp their caps, 

And (bme ten voyces cry ed, God faue King Richard: 

Thankes louing Citizens and friends quoth I, 

This gencrall applaufe and louing flioutc, 

Argucsyour wtfedotneand yourloues to Richard : 

And fo brake ofFand came away. 

Glo. fV hat tonguelcfle blocks were they, would they not 
Buc. No by my troth my Lord. (fpeake I 

Glo. JFillnotthe Mayor then, and his brethren come? 

Buc. The Maior is hecrc : and intend fomc fearc, 
Benotfpoken withall, but with mightiefute : 

And looke you get a prayer bookc in your hand, 

And (land betwixt two Church-men good my Lord, 

Foron that ground lie build a holy defcant : 

Be not eafit wonne to our requeft : 

Play the maydes part, fay no, but fake it. 

Glo. Feare not mc,ifthou canft pleadc as well for them, 

As I can fay nay to thee for my fclfc, 

Nodoubtwcclc bring it toa happy ilTue. 

Buc. You fhal fee what I can do, get you vpto the leads. Ex,. 
Now my Lord Mayor,! dance attendance here, 

Ithinkcthc Duke will not be fpoken withal!. Enter Catesby. 
Here comes his feruant : how now Catesby, what fayes he ? 

Gat. My Lord he doth entreat your Grace 
To vifit him to morrow, or next day ; . 



The Tragedie 

He is within with two rruerend Fathers, 

Dmtnely bent to meditation) 

And in no worldly lute Mould he be mou*d, 

To draw him from his holycxcrcife. 

B ac . Returne good ^atcsby to thy Lord again, 

Tell him tny (clfe,thc Maior and Citizens, 

In decpc defigncs and matters of great moment, 

No leife importing then ourgencrall good, 

Are cometo haucfome coferencc with his grace. 

Cat* Iletellhim whatyoufay my Lord. Exit. 

Buc. A ha my Lord, this prince is not an Edward: 

He is nor lulling on a leaud day bed, 

But on his knees at meditation: 

Not dallying with a brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating with two dcepcD iiines: 

Not fleeping to ingrolfc his idle body, 1 

But praying to inrich his watchful I foule. 

Happy were England, would this gracious prince 
Takeon himfelfc the (oueraigntie thereon. 

But litre l feare we fhall neucr winne him to it. 

Adai. Marry God forbid his grace flioul J fay vs nay. 

Enter Catesbj. 

Bhc. I feare he will, how now Catcsby, 

What fay cs your Lord J 

Cat. My Lord he wonders to what end you haueaflcmbled 
Such troupes of Citizens to fpcake with him, 

His grace not being warnd thereof before: 

My Lord, he feares yourucancno good to him. 

Buc. Sory I am my noble coufen (hould 

Sufpcdmcthatlmeancnogoodtohim. 

By heauen I come in perfeft Jouc to him. 

And fo once more returncand tell his grace: Exit Catesbj. 

JVhcn holy and dcuout religious men, 

Areat their bcad»,tis hard to draw them hence. 

So lwcct is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Rich. and two Bifbops aloft. 

•Muor. See where he (lands betweene two Clergimen. 

Buc. Two props ofvertue for a Chriftian Prince; 

To Uay himfranuhcfallofvanitie, 
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famous Plantflgcnct,mo(l gracious Prince, 

Lend fauourablc cares to my requeft, 

A nd pardon vs the interruption 

Ofthydeuotion and right Chrilhanzeale. 

Glo. My Lord, there needs no fuch apologie, 

I rather do bcfecch you pardon me, 

Who earned in the feruice of my God, 

Negle# the vifitation of my friends : 

Bur leaning this, what is your Graces pleafure? 

Buc. Euen that 1 hope which pleafet h God aboue, 

And all good men of this vngouernd lie. 

Git, i do fufped , I haue done fome offence, 

That feeme dilgracious in the Cities eyes, 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 

Buc. You haue my Lord : would itpleale your Grace 
At our entreaties to amend that fault. 

£?/<>. Elfewherforc breath I in a Chriftian land? 

5»e.Then know it is your fault that you refigne 
Thcfupreamc Seate,the Throne roaicfticall, 

The Sceptred office of your Aunceflors, 

Thelineall glory of your royall Houfc, 

7o the corruption of a blcmiffit (loeke : 

Whilcft in thcmildenclTcofyour fleepie thoughts. 

Which here we waken toyour Countryes good: 

This noble lie doth want his proper limbes, 

Her faccdcfac't with fears of infamie. 

And almoll ihouldred in this (wallowing gulph, 

Ofblind forgctfulneire and darkc obliuion: 

Which to recure we heartily folicite 

YourGracious felfc to rake on you the foucraigntic thereof 

Not as Protedor , St weward , Subftitutc, 

Nor lowly Fadorforan others gainc ? 

Butasfucceffiuely from blood to blood. 

Your right of birth , your Emperic, your owne : 

For this contorted with the Citizens, 

Your worfhipfull and very louing freinds. 

And by their vehement indication, 

Inthisiuft fi..- * — ■ ° 



T'heT' ragcdic 

Glo. I know not whither to depart in filence, 

Or bitterly to fpeakc in your reproofe, 

Beftfittcth my degree or your condition: 

Your loue deferues my thankes , but my defert 
Vnroeritable (bunnes your high requeft, 

Firlt if all obibcles were cut away, 

And that my path were cucn to the crowne, 

As my right rcuenew and due by birth, 

Ytt To much is my pouertie of fpirit, 

So mightie and fo many my defe&s, 

As Iliad rather hide me from my greatnelle, 

Being a Barke to brookc no mightie fea, 

Then in my greatneirecouetto be hid, 

And in the vapour of my glory fmothered: 

2?ut God be thanked theres no need for me, 

And much I need to helps you if need were, 

The royall tree hath left vs royall fruite, 

Which mellowed by the dealing hourcsoftime,. 
Will well become the fcate ofmaiedie* 

And make no doubt vs hippie by his raigne, 

On him I lay what you would lay on me : 

The right and fortune ofhishappieftarres. 

Which God defend that I (liould wring from him. ^ 
Buc. My Lord, this argues confidence i.i yourgr. 
But therefpcdlsthcrcofare nice and triuiaii, 

All circumlfances well confidered. 

You fay that Edward is your brothers lonnc,. 

So fay we too , but not by Edwards wife ; 

For firft he was cor, trad to Lady Lucy, 

Your mother hues , a witndfc to rhat vow, 

And afterward by fubllitute betrothed 
To Bana , filler to the king o( France,. 

Thcfe both put by a poor e petitioner, 

A care-craz J mother of many cbildten, 

A bcauty-waininganddiflrclTed widowe, 

Euen in the afternoonc ofher bell dayes, 

Made prife and purchafeof his luftfuli eye, 

Seduc tthe pitch and height of all his thought?, 
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To bifedeclcnfion and loathd bigamie, 

By ii C r in his vnlawfuil bed he got, 

Tiiis Edward, whom our maners terroe the prince : 
More bitterly could l cxpollulate, 

Sane that for rcuerencc to fome aliue 
I iiuea fparing limit ro my tongue : 

Then good ny Lord, take to your royall feife. 

This prolf< red benefit ofdigniric? 

If not to blelfe vs and the land withal!, 

Yet to draw outyour royall llocke, 
from the corruption of abufing rime, 

Vntoa lineall true deriued courle. 

Man Do good my Lord , your citizens entreat you 
fat. O make them ioy full , grant their lawfuli futc. 
G/o.A las, why would you heape thofc cares on me, 
Iamvnfitfor llateand dignities 
I do btfeechyou take it not ami lie, 

I cannot , nor I will not y eeld to you. 

Bftc. If you refufe it as in loue and zeale, 

Loth to depofe the chiJde your brothers fonne, 

As well we know your tenderneirc of heart, 

And gentle kind effeminate remorfc, 

Which we hane noted in you toy our kin, 

And egally indeed to all ellates, 

Yet whether you accept our futc or no, 

Your brothers jfonne lhall ncuer raigne our king, 

But wc will plant fome other in the throne, 

To thcdilgrace and downfall ofyour hcufe : 

And in this refolution here we Ieaue you, 

Come Citizens, zounds lie intreat no more. 

Glo. O do not fwcarc my Lord of Buckingham. 

Cat. Call them again, my L. and accept their fute. 

Do, good my Lord,lcallalltheJanddorew ir. 
Glo. Would you enforcemc to a worldofcare. ? 

Well, call them again, I am not made of Hones, 
Butpenctrablctoyourkind intreats, 
eitagainft my confidence and njyfoulc, 

0 cn of Buckingham, and you fage grauemen, 



ThcTragedie 

Sinceyou will buckle fortune on my backe, 

To beare the burthen whether I will or no, 

I mud haue pacience to endure the loade, 

But ifblackefcandaleorfo foulefac’t reproach 
Attend the fequcll ofyour impolition, 

Your meere in forcement (lull acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and ftaines thereof, 
ForGodheknowes , and you may partly fee, 

How farre I am from the defire thereof. 

May. God bleflc your Grace, we fee it, and will fay it. 

Glo. In faying fo you /halibut lay the truth. 

Buc. Then I faluteyou with this kingly Title • 

Long liue King /?«:W^,Englands royall King. 

May. Amen. 

Buc. To morrow will it pleafeyou to be crown’d? 

Glo. Euen when you wiil,fincc you will haue it fo. 

Buc. To morrow then we will attend your Grace. 

Glo. Come, let vs to our holy taskeagainc; 

Farewell good Coufen , farewell gentle freitYds. Extmt, 
Eater ffueene mother , Dtttchejfe ofYorkyMarques 
Dorfet at one doore , Duichtfe ofGlocefter 
at another doore. 

Dm. Who meets vs hcere,my Nccce Plantagcnet ? 

Sifter well met, whither away fo fall? 

Dm. Glo. No farther then the Tower,and as I gue/Ic, 

V pon the like dt uotion as your felues. 

To gratulate the tender Princes there. 

Qu. Kind filler thanks , wecle enter all togithcr* 

Ent er t he Lieut enant of the T otver. 

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes. 

M. Licutehant,pray you by your Icauc, 

How fares the Prince? 

Lieu. Well Madam, and in bealthibutbyyourlcaue, v 
I may not fufter you to vifit him, 

The King hath ftraightly charged the contrary. 
flu,. The King? why, who's that? 

Lieu. I cry you mercie,/meanc the Lord Prote&or. 

J$u. The Lord proted him from that Kingly title: 

Hath hefet bounds betwixt their loucand me : 
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their mother, who /hould keepc roe from them i 
I A m their father, mother, and will /ccthem. 

1 * nut Glo. Their Aunt /am in law,inloue their mother 

Then feare not thou. /Ie beare thy blame, 

And take thy office from thee on my peril!. 

Lieu /dobcfcech your Graces all to pardon me: 
ram bound by oath,/ may not do it. 

Enter LordStandly. 

Stan. Let me but meste you Ladies at an hourc hence, 
And lie falute your Grace of Yorkc,as mother : 
Andreuerent looker on, of twofairc Quccnes. 

Come Madam, you mud go with me to Wcftminfter, 
There to be crowned Richards royall Queene. 

Jj)u. O cut my lace in funder, that my pent heart 
Mayhaue fome fcope to bcatc,or elfc I found 

With this dead liking newes. 

Dor. Madame, haue comfort, how fares your Grace ? 
gu. O Dorfet, fpeake not to me, get thee hence, 
Dcathand deftrudtion dogge thee at the heeles, 

Thy mothers name is ominious to children, 

If thou wiltoutftrip death, goc croffie the fcas, 

And line with Richmond, from the reach of hell, 

Goe hie thee, hie thee, from this daughter houfc, 

Lcaft thou incrcafe the number of the dead, 

And make me die the thrall of Margarets curie. 

Nor mother, wife, nor Englands counted Queene. 

Stan. Full ofwife care is this your counfell Madam, 
Take all the fwift aduantage of the time, 

You (hall haue It tters from me to my fonne, 

Tomcetcyou on the way, and welcome you, 

Be not taken tardie, by vnwife delay. 

Dut.Yor. Oill difpearfing windc ofmifcrie, 

0 my accutfed wombe,the bed of death, 

A Cocatricc haft thou hatcht to the world, 

JFhofc vnauoydcd eye is murtberous. 

Stan. Come Madam, I in all hafte wasfent for. 

Duch. And/in all vnwillingtscfte will goe, 

1 would to God that the idclufiue verge 

Of golden mcitall that muft round my browe, 

H 
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The Tragedie 

Were red hotte ftecle to feare me to the braine, 

Annoyntcd let me with deadly poyfon, 

And die, ere nuncanfay,Godfaucthe Queene. 

Alas poorefou!e,Icnuie not thy glory, 

To feede my humor, wifh thy feife no harme. 

Dut.GIo. No, when he that is my husband now, 

Came to me as I followed Henries cour.0 1 , 

When fcarcc the blood was well walhtfrom his hands 
Which Blued from my other angel husband, 

And that dead fjiint, which then I weeping followed, . 

O, when I fay, 1 lookton Richards face, 

This was my wifh,bc thou quoth 1 accurft, 

For making mefo yong, io old a widow. 

And when thou wcdft,lc.t foi row haunt thy bed, 

And be thy wife, if any be fobaddc 
As miferablc by the death of thee, 

As thou haft made me by my deare Lords death, 

Loe,euen I can repeate this uirfc againc, 

Euen in fo fliort a fpacc,my womans heart 
Crofly grew captiue to his hony words, 

And prouM thcfubiedls of my ownefoulescurfe. 

Which euer fincehath kept my eyes from flecpe, 

For neueryct,onc hourein his bed, 

Hauc I cnioycd the golden deawof fteepe, 

But hauc bene waked by his timerousdreames, 

Bcfides,hc hates me for my father Warwickc, 

And will fhortly be rid ofme. 

£)u. Alas poore foulc, I pitticthy complaints. 

Dut.Glo. No more the from my foulc I mournc for yours. 

Farewell, thou wofull wclcomcr of glorie. 

Dut.Glo. A due poore foulc, thou fakft thy leaue of it. 

Du Tor. Go thou toRichmod,& good fortune guidethec, 
Go thou to Richard, and good Angels guard thee, 

Go thou to fan<ftuaric,good thoughts poUdfe thee, 

I to my grauc where peaccand reft he with me, 
Eightieoldeycaresofforrow hauc I feene, 

Andcach houres ioy wrackt with a weeke ofteene. 
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fhc Trumpets found. Enter Richard crowned, Bucking- 
ham, Cates by , with other Noble s„ 

ft Stand all apart. Cofcn ofBuckingham, 

Giue nte thy hand : 'Here he afeendeth his 

Thus high by thyaduice throne, 

AndthyVfitancc is King Richard fcated s. 

But (hall we weare thefe honours for a day i 
Or dull they la ft, and wereioycein them l 

Buc. Still liue they, and for cuer may they laft. 

Km.Ri. O Buckingham, now I do play the touch. 

To trie if thou be currant gold indeed : 

Yong Edward liucs : thinke now what I would fay. 

Buc. Say onmygratiousfoueraigne. 

King Why Buckingham,Ifay I would be King. 

Buc. Why fo you arc my thrice rcnowined liege. 

Kmg. Ha : am I King ?tis fo,but Edward liucs. 

Buc. True noble Prince. 

King. O bitter confcqucnce, 

That Edward flill ihould liue true noble Prince^ 
Cofcn,thou wert not wont to be fo dull : 

Shall I be plaincH wiih the baftards dead. 

And [ would hauc itfuddcnly perfortnde. 

Whatfaift thou ? fpeakefuddcnly,bc briefe. 

Buc. Your Grace may do your pleafure. 

King. Tut, tut, thou art all ycc,thy kindncftc freczcth, 
Say, hauc I thy confent that they (hall die ? 

Buc. Giue me fome brcath,fome litlc paufc my Lord, 
Before I pofitiuely fpeake herein : 

Iwill refolueyour Grace immcdiatly. 

Cat. The King is angry, fee, he bites the lip. 

King. I will conuerfe with iron witted foolcs, 

And vnrcipcCliuc boycs,nonc are for me 
That lookeintome with con fidcrate eyes: 

Boy, high reaching Buckingham growes circumfpeift. 

Boy. Lord. 

Kmg, Know ft thou not any whom corrupting gold 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard III (STC 22318) LONDON, 1612 UNIVERSITY OF EDINBURGH (JA 3713) OctaVO 



v* 6 -s 

tit'll 













TheTragedie 

Would temptvntoa clofe exploit ofdcath. 

Boy. My Lord, l know a dtfeontented Gentleman, 
Whofc humble meancs match not his haoghtic minde, 
Gold were as good as twentie Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him to any thing. 

King. What is his name ? 

Boy. His name my Lord,isTirrcII. 

King. Goe call him hither prefently. 

Thedeepe reuoluing wittic Buckingham, 

No more fiiall be the neighbour to my counfell. 

Hath hefo long held out with me vntirde, 

Andftops he now for breath ? 

Enle Darby. 

How now, what newes with you ? 

Dar. My Lord, I hearcthe Marque (fcDorfet 
Is fled to Rtchmond,in thofe parts beyond the Teas where 
he abides. 

Kmg. Catcsby. Cat. My Lord. 

King. Rumor it abroad 
That Anne my wife is ficke and like to die, 

I will take order for her keeping dole : 

Enquire me etat fomc mcane boi ne Gentleman, 

Whom I will marry ftraight to Clarence daughter, 

The boy is foolifh,and I fearenothim : 

Lookc how thou dreamft : I fay againc,giue out 
That Anne my wife is licke and like to die. 

About it, for it ftands me much vpon. 

To flop all hopes whofc growth may damage me, 

I mud be married to my brothers daughter, 

Or «lfe my kingdomc (lands on brittle glalTe, 

Murthcr her brothers, and then marry her, 
Vncertaincway ofgaine,butI am in 
So farre in blood, that fin pluckc on fin, 

Tcarc falling pittie dwcls not in this eye# 

EnterTirrel. 

Isthy nameTirrell? 

Tir. lames Tirrel,and your moft obedient fubieft. 
King. Artthou indeed? 
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Ti .. p r oue me my gracious faueraigne. 

. i) ar rt thou reiolueto kill a friend of mine? 

~ r \ my Lord, but I had rather kill two'deepe enemies. 
jr' ^hy there thou haft it, two deepc enemies, 

Foes to my re ft, and my fweete fleepesdifturbs, 

Are they that 1 would baue thee dealc vpon: 

Tirrel, /mcane thofe baftards in the Tower, s. 

Tiu Let me hauc open meanes to come to them, 

And (oone /Ierid you from the feare of them. 

Cm. Thou fingft fweete muficke. Come hither Tirrilk 
Go byVhat token, rife and lend thine eare. He whifpers in 
Tis no more but Co, fay it is done ( e* 

And I will loue thee, and prefere thee too. 
fir. Tis done my gracious Lord. 

Kmg. Shall wc heare from thee Tirrel , ere we flee pc ? 

Enter Buckingham. 

Tir. Ye (ball my Lord. 

Bhc. My Lord, /haue con fidcred in my mind, 
Thelatedcmaundtbatyoudid (bund mein. 

King. Well, let that Pafle , Dorfet is fled to Richmond. 
Bhc . /heare that newes my Lord. 

King. Stanly ; he is your wiues fonne: f^el looke too it. 

Buc. My Lord , /claime your gift, my due by promife, 
Forwhichyour honor and your faith ispawnd, 

The Earlcdomc ofHerford and the moueablcs, 

The which you promifed /fliould poflelfe. 

King. Stanly looke to your wife, if (be conucy 
Letters to Richmond you (hall anfwct e it. 

Buc. Whatfayes your highnciretomy iuft demaund? 
King. As I remember, Henry the fixe 
Did prophefiethat Richmond fliould be king, 
^henRichmond was a little pecuifli boy, 

A king perhaps, perhaps. Buck. Mv Lord. 

King. How chance the Prophet could not at that time, 
Hauc told me, /being bVjthat/flioulJ kill him. 

Buck My Lord, your promife for the Earldomc. 
Richmond, when J a ft [ W asat Exeter, 

•* hcMiiorin curcefic (hewed me the Cattle, 

I / 
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And called it Rugc-moum,at which name I ftarted, 
Becaufea Bard of /reland told me once 
/fhouid not hue long after /faw Richmond. 

Buc. My Lord. 

Kin z. Awhats a clocke? 

Bhc. /am thus bold to put your grace in mindc 
Ofwhat you promifdc me. 

King, fEeJi, but whats a clocke? 

Buc. Tpon the flroke of ten. 

King. Well) let it (hike. 

Buc. Why let it (hike? 

King. Beeaufe t hat like a Iackc thou keep!} the ftrokc 
Betwixt thy begging and rny meditation, 
lam notin the gluing vamefo day. 

Biftr. Why then rtjfoiiie flic whether you will or no? 

K. Tut, tut, thou trouble!} me, /am not in the vaine. Exit, 
Buc /s it eucn fo ?rcwardshc my trueferuice 
Withfuch decpeconfemptdjiide / him king for this? 

O let me thinke on Mailings, and begone 
To Brecnock) while my (careful I read is on. Exit. 
Enter Sir Erancis Tirrell. 

Tir. The tyrannous and blou die deed isdone, 

The mol} arch-act of pittcom matfacre. 

That cucr yet this land was guiltie of, 

Dighton and Forreil whom I did fubborne 
To dothisruthfull peecref butchery. 

Although they were flcflit villains. bioudy dogs. 

Melting with tcndernclfcand kind cornpaifioij’ 

Wept like two children in their deaths fad (lories: 

Loe thus quoth Dighton laiethofeiender babes,* 

Thus thus quoth Forrcflg.rdlmg one another 
Within their innocent aLbiaflerarmes, 

Their lips like foure red Rofes on a ftaike. 

Which in their fomiper beautie kift each other 
A bookeof praiers on their pillow laic, * 

Which once quoth Fotrdlalmoflchangd my minde, 

But O the diuei J there the vil laine flopr, 

Whilfl Dighton thus told on we fmothered 
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The tnofl replcnifhcd fweetworke ofnature, 

That from the prime creation euer lie framde, 

They could not fpeakc,and fo /left them both, 

To bring this tydmgs to the bioudy king. 

Entering Richard . 

And here he comes. All bade my foueraigne liege. 

King. Kind Tirrell,am /happie.m thy newes ? 
jtr. /! to haue done the thing you gauc in charge 
Begctyour happinclle , be happie then, 
for it is done my Lord. 

King. Butdidll thou fee them dead? 

Hr. /did my Lord. 

King And buried gentlcTirrcli? 

Eir. The Chaplaine of the Tower hath buried them : 

But how or in what place /do not know. 

King. Come to me Tirrell foone at after fupper, 

And thou (halt tell thcprocelle of their death, 

Mcane time bur thinke how / may do thee good, 

And be inheritor of thy defire. Exit, Tirrell. ■ 

Farewell till foone. 

The f>nnc of Clarence haue /pent vp clofe, 

Hisdaughter meanly haue l matchtin marriage, 

Thcfonncs of Edward flecpc in Abrahams bofome, 

And Anne my wife bath bid the world goodnight: 

Now for I know the Bi ittainc Richmond aimes 
Atyong Elizdoeth rry brothers daughter. 

And by that knot lookes proudly ore thecrowne, 

To hcrlgoea.iolly thriuing wooer. Enter Catesby. 

Cat. My Lord. 

King. Good newes or bad , that thou comcftin fo bluntly? 
Cat. Bad newes my Lord, Ely is fled to Rschmond, 

And Buckingham baejet with the hardy V/cichmen 
Is in the field, and flill his power eocreaferh. 

King. Ely with Richmond troubles me more nearc 
T^hen Buckingham and bis rafh leuied army ; 

Come, /haue heard that fearfuil commenting, 
h leaden fetuicor to dull delay, 

Delay leads impotent and Inailc-pacT beggery, 

i i Then 
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Then fierie expedition be my wings, 

Ioue , Mercuric and Herald for a king. 

Come mufler men, my counfaileis my (hicld, 

We muft be briefe, when traytors braue the field. Exet^ 

Enter Queene Margaret fola. 

SlJMar. So now profperitic begins to mellow, 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death : 

Here in thefe confines llilic haue I lurkt. 

To watch the waining of mine aduerfaries : 

A dire induction am I witncllc too, 

And will to France, hoping the conlequence 
Will prouc as bitter, blacke, and tragical!. 

Withdraw theewtcrched Margaret, who comes here. 

Enter the gueene , and the Dutch ft ofTorke. ^ ■ 

J£tt. Ah my yong Princes, ah my tender babesi 
My vnblowne flowers, new appearing fwcets, 

' If yet your gentle foulcs flie in the aire, 

And be not fixtin doomc perpctuall, 

Houcrabout me with your aieric wings, 

And heare your mothers lamentation. 

Mar. Houeriabout her , fay that right for right 
Hath dimd your infant morne,to aged nighc. 

Qu. Wilt thou O God , flic from fuch gentle Iambes, 
And throw them in the intrailes ofthe wolfe.- 
When didft thou fleepe,when fuch a deed was done ? 

Mar. When holy Mary, dide, and my fweetfonne. 

Dutch. Blind fight , dead life , poore mortall lining ghofl, 
Woes fccanc , worlds lhaine,graucs due by life vfurpt, 

Reft they vnrefton Englaads lawful! earth, 

Vnlawfully made drunkewittt innocents blood. 

S2u. O that thou wooldftas well affbord a graue, 

As thou canft yeeld a melancholy feate, 

Then would I hide my bones, not reft thcnvherc ; 

O who hath any caufc to raournc but 1? 

Bat. 



of Ri chard the third. 

jw So many niifcrics haue craz'd my voice 
That my woe-wearied tongue is route & dumbe, 

Fdward Plantagenent,why art thou dead ! 

E Q Mar Ifauncicntforrowbcmoftrcucrent, 

Giu^ine the benefit of fignorie. 

And let my woes frowne on the vpper hand* 

Ifforrow can admit focietie, 

Tell ouer your woesagaine by viewing mine : 

I had an Edward, till a Richard kild him •• 

I had a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

Thou had ft an Edward, till a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadft a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

But. I had a Richard too, and thou didft kill him : 

I had a Rutland too, and thou holpft to kill him. 

9. Mar. Thou had ft a Clarence too, till Richard kild him s 
From forth the kcnncll of thy wombe hath crept, 

A hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death. 

That dogge that had his teeth before his eyes 
To worrie lambcs.and lap their gentle bloods, 

That foulc defacer of Gods handy worke. 

Thy wombe let loofc,to chafe vs to our graucs, 
Ovpright,iuft,and true difpofing God, 

How do I thanke thee, that .this carnall curre 
Praieson the itTiie ofhis mothersbodie, 

And makes her puc-fcllow with others monc. 

But . O, Harries wife, triumph not in my woes, 

God witnefle with me, I haue wept for thee. 

gMar. Bear with tnc,I am hungry for reuenge. 

And now I cloie me with beholding it : 

Thy Edward, he is dead, that ftabd my Edward, 

Tjiy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward, 

Yong Ycrlccjhe isbutbootc,bccau(eboth they 
Match not the high perfection of my lolTc : 

Thy Clarence he is dead ; tbatkild my Edward, 

And the beholders of this tragicke plaie, 

The adulterate Haftings ; Riucrs,Vaugham, Gray, 

Vntimely fmothred in their duskie graucs, 

Richard yet liues,hcls blacke intelligencer, 

I 3 Ondy 
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Oncly refcrued their fa&or to buy foules, 

And fend them thither, but at hand at hand, 

Enfues his pitteous,and vnp (tied end. 

Earth gapes, hell burnes, fiends roare, Saints pray, 

To hauehim fuddenly conueyedaway. 

Cancel! his bond ofhfedeareGod l pray, 

That I may liue to fay, the dog is dead. 

O rhou did A prophccie the time would come 
Th.it/lhouId wifli for thee to heipe mecurlfe 
Thatbotteld fpidcr,thatfcule hunch-backttoade. 

/cald thee then,vaine flounfii of my fortune 
I cald thee then poorc fhadow.painted Qucene, 

The prefentation of, but what I was, 

The flittering index of a direfull pageant, 

One heau'd a high, to be hurld downe bdow, 

A mother onely,mockt with two fweet babes, 

A dreameof which thou tvert,a breath, a bubble, 

A figne of dignities garifh flagge, 

To be thcaime of euery dangerous fhot, 

A Qnecne in ieaft,onc!y to fill the fccane : 

Where is thy husband now, where be thy brothers l 
Where be thy children, wherein doeft thou ioy ? 
who lues to thee,and cries God f*ue the Queenc ? 

Where be the bending pcercs that flattered thee ? 
where be the thronging troupes that followed thee > 
Decline all this, and fee what now thou art, 

For happy wife,a moftdiArdicd widow : 

For ioyfull mother, one that wades the name : 

For Quecne,a very Catiue crownd with care : 

For one being fued too, one that humbly fues : 

For one commaunding al Lobeyed of none : 
ForonetbatfcGrnd.it me, now fcornd ofme. 

Thus hath the courfe of iuflice wheel’d abour, 

And left thee but a very prey to time, 

Hauing no more, but thought of what thou art, 

To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 

Thou didft vfurpe my place, and docA thou not 
Vlurpe the iuft proportion of my forrow ? 



of Richard thethrid. 

-hy proud necke,bearcs halfcmy burdened yoke, 

Crnin which ,cucn here, I flip my weary nccke, 

Y n ,i ! C auc the burthen of it al 1 on thee : 

F c w?ll forkes wife,andiQd?enc of fad mifchancc, 

Thefe Englifh woes, will make me fmilc in France. 

q h o thou well skild in curfes,flay a while, 
AndTcachmehow to curfe mine enemies. 

G) Mcr. Forbeare to fkcp the night, and fait the day, 

Co nip 1 re dead happinctfc with liumgwoe, 

Think= that thy babes were fairer then they were, 

A'id h.ethac flew them fowler then he is : 

Bering thy lolfc makes the bad caufer worfe, 
ReuoluinethtSjwill teach thee how to curfe. 

q u M y words are dull, O quicken them with thine. 

QjMa. Tiiy woes wil make them lharp,& pierce like mine. 

Why Should calamitie be full of words? Exit. Mar. 
gx. wmdieatturnies to your client woes, 

Aicric fuccecdcrs of inteft ate ioyes, 

Poore breathing orators ot miferies, 

Let them hauc fcopc, though what they do impart 
Heipe not at all, yet do they eafe the heart. 

£ ht .\( lo,rhen be m>t toong tide,goe with me, 

And in the breath of bitter words, lets fmot her 
Mydamucd fonne, which thy twofonnesfmothred • 



T I !_• 1 L. 






Enter King Richard marching mih Drummei 
and Trum-cts. 

K'n£. Who intercepts my expedition? 

Dm,, A (lie. that nngnt hauc intercepted thee, * 

By ftranglmgthccin her accurfed woinbe, 

From all the flaughtc s ^ rctch;that thou had done. 

gy. Hid* It thou that forehead with a golden crownc, 

Where (hould be gfauen^r that right were right* 

The fliughter of’ the Prince that owde that crown e. 

And the dire death of my tvvojfonn-es,and brothers : 

Tell me thou vdlainc iLucjwheic arc my children? 

DnU 



*' The Tragedie 

But. Thou t ode, thou tode, where is thy brother Clarece? 
And htle Ned Plantagct,his Tonne ! 

Qh. /There is kind Hidings, Riucrs, Vaughan, Gray a 

King. A flourifh trumpets, drike alarum drumtnes, 

Let not the hcauens hcarc thefe tel-ta!e women 

Railc on the Lords annointed. Strike Iiay. T be trumpets 

Either be patient, and intreat me faire, founds. 

Or with the clamorous report ofwarre, 

Thus will I drowne your exclamations. 

But. Art thou my Tonne? 

King. I, IthankcGod,my father and your Telfe. 

But. T en patiently hearerny impatience. 

King. Madame I hauea touch ofyour condition, 

Which carmot brooke the accent of reproofe. 

But. I will be railde and gentle in my fpeecb. 

King. And briefe good mother, for I am in hade. 

But. Art thouTo hadie I haue daid for thee, 

God knowes in anguifh, paine and agonic. 

King. And came I not at lad to comfortyou ? 

But. No by the holy roode thou knowd it well, 

Thou catnd on earth, to make the earth my hell : 

A grecuous burthen was thy birth to me, 

Techie and waiward was thy infancie, 

Thy fchoolc-daies frightfull,defperatc, wildc and furious : 
Thy agcconfirmd, proud, fubtil,bloudie,trechcrous, 

/That comfortable houre cand thou name, 

That euer grac’t me in thy companic ? 

K. Faith none but Humphrey houre, that cald your grace 
To breakefad once forth of my companic : 

I fit be Co gratious in your fight, 

Let me march on, and not offend your grace. 

Dr.:. O hcarc me fpeake,for I Hull neucr fee thee more. 

King. Come, come, youarc too bitter. 

But. Either thou wilt die byGods iud ordinance, 

Ere from this warre thou turne a conquer, or. 

Or I with griefc and extreame age (hall perifli, 

And neucr looke vpon thy face sgainc : 

Therefore take with thee my mod heauic curie, 
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Whtch in the day of battell tire thee more 
Then all the compleat armour that thou wcarff, 
m v nraiers on the aduerle partie 6ght, 

AnTthere the litle Toulespf Edwards chi.drcn 
WhifpcrthcTpir.ts ofthinc enemies, 

And promife them fueccffeand vtdory, 
p'otidic theu art, bloudy will by thy end, 

Shame ferucs thy life, and doth thy death attend. Exit. 

'fig. Though fir inoiecaufe, yet much Idle (pint to curie 
Abidesinnie, I Tay Amen toail. 

Kmc. Stay Madam, I mud ipeakc a vord with £ou. 
u «. I haue no morefonnes oftheroyall blood, 

For thee to murther,for my daughters Rehard, 

They Hull be praying Nunncs, not weeping Qucf ncs, 
d therefore lcuell not to hit their lit es. 

King. You haue a daughter cald Elizabeth, 
fatuous and faire, royail and gratious. 

Qu. /hid mud fire die lor this? O let her liue? 

^iidde corrupt her manners, ftaine her beaurie, 

Slander my ftlfc , as falfe to Edwards bed, 

Throw oucr her the vale of infamic, 

So flie may liue vn fcard from bleeding (laughter, 

/will confelTe fhc was not Edwards daughter. 

King Wrong not her birth, flic is of royail blood. 

Q. To faue her life.ilc fay (he is not fo. 

King. Her life is only fafeft in her birth. 
fig. y/nd only in that fafetic died her brothers. 

King. Lo at their births good ftars were oppohte. 
fu No to their Hues bad friends were contrary. 

King, yfllvnauoydcdisthedoomeofdeffeny. 

Qu. Troe,whenauoydcdgracemakesdcflcny, 

My babes were dedinde to a fairer death, 

lfgrace had bled thee with a fairer life. ' : 

Ki. Madam, fo thriue I in my dangerous attempt of hull lie 
^s I intend more good to you and yours, tarmes, 

/"hen cuer you or yours were by me wrongd. , 

fit. Whatgood iscouerdwith the face of hcauen, 

To be difeouerd that ean.do me good. 

King, Theaduancemcnt ofyour children mightie Lad,* . 

K £&■ 
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$h. Vp to Tome fcafFold, there to loofe their head*. 

King. No to the dignitic and height of honor, 

The height imperial! tipe of this earths glory. 

Q^.Platter my forrowes with rept^ofir, 

Tell ale what ftatc, what dignitie, what honor, 

Canl! thou derwfc toany child of mine ? 

Kni£. Eucn aii I hauc,yea and my fcjfe and all, 

Will I withal! endow a child of thine, 

So in the Lethe of thy angry foule, 

Thou drowne the fad remembrance of the (e wrongs 
Which thou fuppofcft I haue done to thee, 

£Zl { * Be briefe, left that the procelfe of thy kindncCfc 
Lai! longer telling then thy kindnclle doo. 

K. Then know thatt'rom my Joule I louc thy daughter 

fZj- My daughters mother thinkes it with her foule. 

Xtng. What doyou thinke? 

^2* That t hou doc ft ioue my daughter from thy foule, 
Sa from thy Joules louedidftcnou her brothers, 

And from my hearts loue /do thankc thee for if, 

/Ting. Be not fo haftic to confound my meaning. 

I meanc that with my foule I louc thy daughter, 

And meanc to make her Qoccnc of England. 

£Ih. Say then, who doclt thou meanc dial! be berking? 

Kw. Eucn he that makes her Qneene.how Ihould elfe? 
What thou? 

King. /,euen I, what tbinke you of it Madame? 

Qgg. How canft thou wooc her? 

King. That I wouId,IcarncofyoUj 
As one that were beft acquainted with her humor.. 

And wilt thou learneof me? 

Kirg. Madam with all my heart. 

Send to her by the man that flew her brothers 
A paire ofbleedmg hearts, thereon ingraue, 

Edwardjand Ynrkc, then happily die will wcepe 
Therefore preJentto her, as fometime Margaret* 

Did to thy fathcr,a handkcrchefte fteept in Rutlans blood, 
And bid her drie her weeping eyes therewith 
If this Inducement force her not to loue * 

Send her a ftory of thy noble atfts: 

Tcliher thou, mad’ft away herynclcC" 




of Richard the third. 

H f fvncleRiuers,yca,and for her fake 

quickc conuciancc with her good Aunt Anne. 
K^.Come, come, yctnockctne, this isnot the way 
To winne your daughter. 

Qy. There is no other way, 

Vnlelfe thou couldft put on Jomc other fhape, 

And not, be Richard that hath done all this. 

K m. /nferre faire Englands peace by this alliance. 

(>. Which flie Hull purch&fe with flill lading warre. 

to. Say that the king which may command intreats. 
That at her hands which the kings kingforbid. 
to. Say fhc (hall be a high and mightic Quecnc. 
q« 7 To waile the title as her mother doth, 
to. Say I will louc her cuerlafiingly. 

(VBut how long (hall that title eucrlaft? 

Km*. Sweetly inforce vnto her faire liucs end. 

Qy'But how long faircly (lull that title laft? 

K«?. So long as hcauen and nature lengthens it. 

Qy. So long as hell and Richard likes of it. 
to Say 1 her foueraigne am her fubied loue. 

Qy. But (lie your fubicift loaths fuch foucraingtie, 
to. Becloqucnt in my bechaifetobcr. 

Qy. An honed tale fpecdsbcft being plaincly teld. 
tor. Then in plainetearmcs tell her my louingtalc. 

Qy. (Maine and not honeftistooharfhaftile. 

King Madame,yourrcafonsarctoo (hallow & too quick. 
Qtt O no, my realons are too deepe and dead. 
Toodcepeand dead poore infants in their grauc, 

Harpc on it flill (hall I, till heart- firings breakc. 
to Now by my George, my Garter and my Crownc. 
Q», Prophand,diPnonord,and the third vlurpea. 

K tug. I fwcarc by nothing. 

Q* By nothing, for this is no oath. 

The George prophand?hath loft his holy honour s 
The Garter blennfht ,pawud his knightly venue : 

The Crownc vfurpt,difgrac*t his kingly dignitie, 
Iffomethingthou wiltlweare to be beleeude, 

Swearc then by (omething that thou haft not^wrongd. 
King, Now,by the world. 
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Qh Tis full ofthy foulc wrongs. 

Kmg. My fathcrsdeath. 

gu. Thy felfe hath that dilhonord. 

King. Then by my felfe. 

$lu. Thy felfe, thy felfe mifufeft. 

Kmg. Why, then by God. 

Qu. Gods wrong is moft of all : 

If thou had ft feard,to breake an oath by him, 

The vnitie the King my brother made, 

H id nor beene broken, nor my brother fUine. 

If thou had ft feard to breakean oath by him, 

The emperiall metfel circling now thy brow, 

Had graft the tender temples of my childe, 

And both the Princes had beene breathing here, 
Which now two tender play-fcllowesfor dull, 

Thy broken faith hath made a praye for wormes. 

Kmg. By the time to come. 

That thou haft wrongd in time orepaft, 

For I my felfe haue many teares to wadi 
Hereafter time for time, by thee pa ft wrongd, 

The children liue,whofc parents thou haft flaughtred 
Vngoucrnd youth,to wayleit with their age. 

The parents Iiue whofe children thou haft butcherd, 
Old withered plants to wailcit with their age : 
Swcarenot by time to come, for that thou haft 
Mifufcd,earc vfcd,by time mifufed orepaft. 

Kmg. As I entendtoprofperand repent, 

So thriue I in my dangerous attempt, 

Of hoftile armes,my felfe my felfe confound, 

Diy yccJd me not thy light, nor nightthy reft, 
Beoppofite,aJI planets of good lucke 
To my proceedings, ifwith pure hearts louc, 
Immacularcd deuotion,ho!y thoughts, 

I rendernotthy beauteous princely daughter 
In her confifts my happineifc and thine, 

Without hcr,followcs to this land and me, 

To thee, her felfe, and many a Chriftian foule, 

I>au GcloJationjruInc and decay, 

It cannot be auoided burbvthis : 

It will not be auoided but by this ; 
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Therefor good mother (I muft call you fo) 

Betheatturney ofmy louetoher. 
plcade what I will be, not what I hauc beene, 

Motby defcrts,but w bat /will deferue : 

Vrge the ncceffitie and ftate of times. 

And be not pceuifh fond in great defignes. 

6)j. Shah I be tempted of the Diuell thus ? 

King. I, if the diuell tempt thee to do good. 

<gu. Shall I forget my felfe to be my felfe ? 

King- I> ifyour felfes remembrance wrong yourfejfe. 

On. Butthoudidft kill my children. 

Kn But in your daughters wombe,Uc burie them, 

(Vhcre in thatneftoffpiccriethercihall breed, 

StlfesofthcmfcJucs toyourrecomfiture. 

j?#. Shall I go win my daughter to thy will? 
fang. And be a happy mother by the deed. 

On. I go, write to me very fliortly. 

‘King. Beare her my true loues kiflc : farewell. Exit 
Relenting foole,and (hallow changing woman. Enter Rut. 

Rat My gracious foueraignc,on the Wcfternc coaft, 

Rideth a puilTant Nauie.To the (bore, 

Throng many doubt full hollow-hatted friends, 

Vnarmd, andvnrefolud tobeatethem backe: 

Tisthought that Richmond is their Admirall : 

. 1 there they hull, expefting but the ayd, 

OfBu Vingham to welcome them a fliore. 

King. Some light- foote friend, port to the Duke of NorfF. 
Ritcliffe thy felfe, or Catesby, where is he ? 

Cat. Heeremy Lord. 

Kin. Flic to the Duke : poft thou to Salisbury, 
when thou comcft there : dull vnmindfull villainc 
Why ftandft thou ftill,and goeft not to the Duke ? 

Cat. Firft mightie foueraigne,Jet me know your mindc, 
What from your grace I fliall dcliuerhim. 

King. Otrue,goodCatesbic,bid him leuie ftraighf, 
Thegreatcft ftrengthand power he can make. 

And mcete meprcfcntJy at Salisburie. 

Rat. What it isyour highntsplcafurc 1 dial do at Salisbury 
Kin, Why what wouldft thou do there before I gc 
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Rat, Your Highnelle told me I fliould poll before? 

King. My mindc is changd fir, my minde is changd, 

How now, what newes with you? Enter Darby, 

Dar. Noncgood my Lord, to plcafe you with thehearin» 
Nor none lo bad but it may well be told. 

King. Hoiday,a riddle^ neither good nor bad: 

Why doofithou runnefotnany milcabout. 

When thou mayft tell thy taleaneerer way, 

Once more what newes? 

Dar , Richmond is on the fcas- 
Kj ng. There let him finke,andbethefcasoRhim, 
White iiuerd runnagate,what doth he there? 

Dar. I know not mighty foucraigne but by guefle. 

King. Well fir, as you gudIc,asyou gucfTe. 

Da. Sturd vp by Dorfcr, Buckingham and Elic- 
Hc makes for England, there to claimc the crowne. 

K<ng. lsthcChayrcemptie?is the fword vnfwaid? 

Is the king dead? the Empire vnpoifefl? 

What Hcirc ofYorke is there aliuc but we? 

And who is Englands king, but great Yorkcs heire? 

Then tell me what doth he vpon the lea? 

Dar . Vnlelfcfor that my licg«, I cannot guelle. 

King. VnlclTc for that , he comes to be your liege, 

You cannot guetfe, wherefore the Welchman comes, 

Thou wilt reuou!t,and flic to him /fear, e. 

Dar. No mightic liege, therefore miftruft me not. 

King. Where is thy power then to beatc him backc? 
Where arc thy tenar>tg,and thy followers? 

Arc they not now vpoh the Wcfterne Ihore, 

Safe condudingthe rebels from their (hippes. 

Dar. No my good Lord, my friendr are in the North.. 
King. Cold friends to Richard,what do they in the North? 
When they fhould ferue, their foucraigne in the Weft. 

Dar. Thev hauc not bin commanded mighticfcucraignc 
Pleafe it your Maieftie to giue me leaue, 

He muftervp my friends and meetc your Grace, 

Where and what time your Maieftie (bill plcafe. 

K/»£. 7 , 1 , thou would ft be gone toioinc with Richmond, 
/ will nor trull you Sir. 

Dar. moll mightic foucraigne 





of Richard the third. 

Youhaueno caofetohold my friendlhip doubtful], 
[ncuerwas nor neucr will be falle. 

Rm. Well, go muftcr men : but hearcyou,!caue behindc 
Your fonne George Stan!ic,lookc your faith be firmc J 
Ore!fe,his heads alfurance isbutfrailc. 

Dar. So deJc with him, as I prouetruetoyou. Exit. Dar, 
Enter a Afeffenger. 

Mef My Gracious foucraigne, now in Dcuonlhire, 

As 1 by friends am well aduertifed, 

Sir William Courtney, and the haughtic Prelate, 

BiOiop of Exeter, his brother there, 

With many mo confiderates,arc in armes. 

Enter another Altjjenger, 

A/ei My liege, in Kentthc Gudfordsare in arme9, 

And euery houre more competitors 

Flockc to their aydc,and ftill their power ircreafeth. 

Enter another AfeJJenger. 

Mef- My Lord, the armie of the Duke of Buckingham. 

He finketh him , 

King. Out on you owles, nothing but fonges of death. 

Take that vnt 1 11 thou bring roe better newes. 

Mef. Your Grace miftakcs,the newes I bring is good. 

My newes is, that by fudden flood and fall of water, 

The Duke of Buckinghams armie is difperft and fcattcrcd. 

And he himlelfe fled no man knowes whither. 

King. O l cry you mercie,! did miftake, 

Katcliffc reward him for the blowl gaue him 
Hath any well aduifed friend giuen our. 

Rewards for him that brings in Buckingham ? 

Mef, Such proclomatio hath bin made my liege. 

Enter another Meffenger. 

• Mef SirThom3s’Loucll and Lord Marques Dorfct, 

Tis laid roy Liege arc vp in armes, 

^t this good comfort bring I toyour Grace, 

The Brittains Nauic isdifpcr ft, Richmond in Dorlhire 
Sent out a boate to askc them on the Ihore, 

If they were his afliftant3 yea, or no : 

Vhoanfwcred him they came from Buckingham, 
u^jhspartic : he miftrufting them, 
iile.and made away for Brittaine. 
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TheTragedie 

King. March on, march on,fince we arc vp in armes, 

If not to fight with forraigne enemies, 

Yet to beate downc thefe rebels hercat home. 

Enter Catesby. 

Cat. My liege, the Duke ofBuckmghamistakcn, 
Thats the belt newes, that the Earle of Richmond 
Is with a mightie power landed af Milford, 

Is colder tydings, yet they mud betold. 

King Away towards Salisbury, while we reafon here, 
A royall battell might be wonne and loft. 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Salisbury, the reft march on with me. 

Ente Darbie.Sir Chrifiopher. 

Dar, Sir Chrifiopher, tell Richmond this from me, 
That in the die ofrhis mod bloudie bore, 

My fonne George Stanley is franckt vp in hold, 

If I reuolt, off goes yong Georges head ? 

Thefearc ofthat, withholds my prefen t tide, 

But tell me, where is princely Richmond now? 

Cbrfi. At Pembrooke,oratHerford-we(l in Wales. 

Dar. What men of name refort to him ? 

S. Cbrfi. Syr Walter Herbert, a rcnowmedfouldier, 
Syr Gilbet Talbot, fir William Stanley, 

Oxford, redoubted Pembrooke,fir lames Blunt, 

Rice vp Thomas, with a valiant crew. 

With many moe of noble fame and worth, 

And towards London they do bend their courfe, 

If by the way they be not fought withall. 

Dar . Returnc vnro my Lord, commend me to him, 
Tell him,theQueene hath hartily coofcntcd 
He lhal! cfpowle Elizabeth her daughter, 

hefe Letters will refoluehim ofmyminde, 

Farewell. Exeunt. 

En'er Buckingham to execution. 

Bw. WillnotKing Richard letmcfpeakcwithhim? 

Rat. No my Lord,the rcfcrc be patient. 

Hidings, and Edwards children, Riucrs, Gray, 
Holy King Henry ,and thy fairc fonne Ed ward, 
Vaugham,and all that haue mifearried, 

By vnderliand corrupted 



william Shakespeare Richard III (stc 22318) LONI 




of Ri chard the third. 

/fthat your moodie difeontented foulcs, 

Da through the etoudes behold this prefcat hourc, 

Euenforreuenge,mockc my dcdrudliori: 

Thijis Allfoulei day fcllowes,is it not? 

Rat. It is my Lord. 

B»c. W by then Allfoules day, is my bodies doomefifay; 
T.nsis the day, that in king Edwards time 
I wifht might fall on me, when 1 was found 
Falfc to his children, or his wiues allies : ■ 
fhis isthe day wherein Avjflit to fall, 

Bythcfalfc faith of hi.nl truftcdmofl : 

Tins, this Allfoulcs day, to my fcarefullfoule, 

Is the determined rrfpit of my wrongs : 
yhat high all-feer that /dallied w'th, 

Hath turnd my fained praier on my bead, 

And giuen in earned what l begd in icafl. 

Thys doetb hc force the fowrd ofwtdked men 
Toturnc their points on their maifters bolornc: 

Now Margarets curie is fallen vpon my head, 

/Then he quoth fiie,fhalifplit thy heart with iorrow, 
Remember Margaret was a Prophetclle. 

Come firs, conuey me to the blocke ol fhame, 

Wrong hath but wrong .and blame the dew of blame. 

Enter Richmond vn’h drums and trumpets 

Rich . Fcllowe. marines, and my moll louing friends, 
Bruild vnderneath the y oake of tyrannic, 

Thus farre into the bowels of the land, 

Haue we marchton without impediment: 

And here receiue we from our Fat her Stanley, 

Lines of fairc comfort, and encouragement, 

Tne wretched, bloudie, and vfurpiny bore, 

That f poll d your fommer field, and fruitful! vines, 

Sivils your warme blood like walh.and makes his trough 
■ft) your inboweld bdfomcs,this fouie fwinc 
Lies now euen in the center of this /lc, 

Ncare to the towne of Leycellcr as we learnc: 
from Tamworth thither, is but-onc daies march, 

^iGods namccheare on,couragious friends, 
’'■apetheharueft ofperpeiiuil peace. • ■ 
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The Tragedie 

By this one bloudie trial of fharpe warre. 

i Lor. Euery mans confciencc is a thoufand fwords 
To fight againd that bloudic homicide. 

2 . Lor. I doubt not but his friends will flic to vs. 

$. Lor. He hath no fticnds,but who are friends for fearc, 
Which in his greated need wili fiinn^efrom him. 

Rich. AW for our v intage, then in Gods name march, 

True hope tsfwift, ana flies with fwallowes wings, 

Kings it make Gods, and meaner creatures kings. 

Enter K Richard , <V »jf.Ratclijfe,Cateshy , with others. 

King. Here pitch our tents, cuen here in Bolworth field, 
Why how now Catesby, why looked thou fofad? 

Cat My heart is ten times lighter then my I ookes. 

Xiw.NorflfoIke,comc Irither: 

Nortf'olkcjWe mufl hauc kneckes,ha, mud we not? 

Nor. We mud both giue and take, my gracious Lord, 

King. V p with my tent there, here will I lye to night. 

But where to mcrrow?wc! l *11 is one for that: 

V/ho hath deferied the number of the foe? 

Nor. Sixe or feuen thoufand is their greated number. 

King. Why our battailon trcbels that account, 

Befidcsjthc kings name is a tower of drength, 

Which they vpon the aduerfe partie want : 

Tpwith my tenttherCjValiant gentlemen. 

Let vs furuey the vantage of the field, 

Call for fome men of found direction, 

Lets want no difc'plinc,makc no delay, 

For Lords, to mo rrow. is a bufie day. Exeunt. 

Enter Richmond with the Lords. 

Rich. The weary Sunnc hath made a golden leate, 

And by the bright tracke of his fierie Carre, 

Giuesfignal! ofa goodly day to morrow.- 

f^nere isSir Viliam Brandon, he fhalibearcmyftandcrd, 

The Earle of PembrookckeepchiS'regimcnt, 

Good captairie Blunt,bcaremy good night to him, 

And by the fccond houre in the morning, 

Dclire the Earle to fee mein my tent, 

Yet one thing more, good tflunt before thou goeft- 
Where is Lord Stanly quarterd,doe d thou know ? 
ff/W. Pules 1 hauc m^ftany hjSfoV pro 
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Richard the third. 



Which well 1 am allur'd I hauc not done 
His regiment liet haifeanulc at lead. 

South from the mightie power of the king. 

Rich. Ifwithout perill it be pofliblc. 

Good captamc Blunt bearemy good night to him, 

And giue him from me, this mod needful fcrowle. 

Blunt. V pon my life my Lord,Ilevndertakeir. 

Rich, Farewell good Blunt, 

Giuemefomc Inkc and paper in my tent, 
lie draw the forme and modle of our battell, 

Limircach leader to his feuerall charge, 

^nd part in iud proportion our fmall drength : 

Come, let vs confultvpontomorrowes bufinellc, 
la to our tent, the airc is rawe an d cold. 

Enter K. RichardjNorjf.Ratckffe^ates&ji 

King. What is a clocke? 

Cat. It is fix of the clocke, fall flipper time, 

King. I will not fup to night, giue me fomc/nke & paper, 
What, is my beacrcaficr then it was? 
yfnd all my armor laid into my tent. 

Cat. It is my liege, and all things arc in readinefTc, 

King Good Norffolke, hie thee to thy charge, 

FCc caref ull watch, chufe tru die Ccntincll. 

Nor. I goe my Lord. 

King. Stur with the Lar£e to morrow gentle Norffolke. 

Nor. I warrant you my Lord. 

King. Catcsbic. 

Rat. My Lord. 

King. Send out a Purfcuantatarmcs 
To Stanelys rcgimcht,bid>him bring his power 
Before Sun rifing,lcad his’fonne George fall 
Into the blinde caucofctern&ll night, 

Fill me a bowlc of wine, giue me a watch. 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Loo^e that my daucs be found and net too heauy Ratliffc. 





Tiae Fragile 

Went through the armie ctibmng vp the fouldie rs. 

King. So / am fatisficd,giue me a bowleof wine, 

I hauc riot that alacritie offpirit, 

Nor chearcof mindc that l was wont to haue: 

Set it downc,Is Inke ahd paper readic i 
Rat. /t is my Lord. 

King. Bid mv guard wafchjeaue me, 

Rate! rife about the mid of night come to my tent 
And helpe to arme me : Icatie me H ay. £ xn R 4t /;fc 

Ewer Darby to Richmond in his text. 

Dar. Fortune and v; clone (iron thy hrlnie. 

All comfort that rhedarke night can afFoord 
Be to thv pei (on, noble fa’ her to lawt, * 

Tell me how fares eurnobie mother/ 

Oar. I by atturney bleife thee from thy mother, 
Whopnues continually for Richmonds goo'd, 

So much for that, the fiienc hcurcs ftealeon, 

And flakiedatknclfebrcakes within the E«ift, 

In bricfe,for fo the fcafcfh bids vs be: 

Prepare thy battell early in the morning, 

And put thy fortune to'thcarbritrcment 
Of bioudie ftrokes and mortal! flaring warre, 

I as / may,thatwhrch [would /cannot, 
f^ith bell aduantage will decciue the time, 

And aide thee in this doubtfullfhocke of armes. 

But on thy fide / may not be too forward. 

Led being fecnc,thy brother tender George 
Be executed in his fathers fight. J 

Farewell, the leifurc and the fcarefull time, 

Cuts o flfthc ccremon ious vovves of louc, 

A id ample enterchange offwcet difeourfe, 

Which fo long fundcred friends fiiould dwell vpon, 

God giuc vs leifurc for thefe rights of loue, 

Once more adiew, be valiant and fpeed wcell. 

Rub. Good Lords conduft him to his regiment ; 

I.e ftriue with troubled thoughts to takcanap, 

Left leaden (lumber peife me dovrne to morrow, 

When / fiiould mount with wings ofviflory : 

Once more good night kind Lords & gentlemen. Exemu_ 

t) rhnLi /* »i ■« W 



of Richard the third. ’ 

Lookeon my forces with a graciouseye: 
putinthc ir hands thy bulling IronsofwratS 
That they may crufii downc with a hcauic fall, 

TheV fi Jr ping helmet ©four aduerfarics, 

Makevsthy miuifters of chaftifemcnt, 

Thatwdfri^y prailethccin thy vidorie. 

To thee 1 do commend my watchfulifoule, 

Eere I let fall t he wi ndowc s of mine eves, 

Sleeping and waking, oh dc fend me ftill. 

Enter the ghefi of prince Ed. fame to Henry the fixt. 

Ghft to K-Rt. Let me (it healiie on thy loule to morrow, 
Thinke how thou llabft me in my prime of youth, 
Aitcukcsbury : difpaire therefpreand die. 

jo Ruh. Be chcerefuli Richmond, for the wronged foules 
Ofbutchred Princes fight in rhy bchalfc. 

King Henries illbc Richmond comforts thee. 

Enter the ghvjt ofH nry the fixt. 

Gho.to K. Ri. When 1 was mortail,my annointed body. 

By tbee was punched full of holes, 

Thinke n the Tower, and me : difpaire and die. 

Harric the fixt bids thee d ifpairc and die. 

To Rich. Vcrtuous and holy be thou conqueror, 

Harric that prophefied thou Ihouldcft be king, 

Doth comfort thee in thy deep?, liue and flounfli. 

Enter the Gh'fi of Clarence. 

Ghofl. Let me fit hcauic on thv foule to morrow, 
Ithatwaswafhr to death with fulfomc wine, 

Poore Clarence by thy guile betrayd to death t 
To morrow in the battell thinke on me, 

And fall thy edgelclTe fword, difpaire and die. 

To Rich. Thou offspring of the houfc of Lancafter, 

The wronged hcircs ofYorkc do pray for thee. 

Good Angels guard thy battell, liueand flourifh. > 

Enter the Gho/I of Ritters .Gray , Vaughan. 

Riu Let me fit heauieon thy foule to morrow, 
Riuersthatdied at Pomfret.difpaireanddie, 

Gray. Thinke vpon Gray, and let rhy foule difpaire. 

Vaugh. Thinke vpon Vaugham, and with guiltic fearc 
Let fall thy launce, difpaire and die. 

L a Alt 
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The Tr agedie 

All to Rich. Awake and thinke our wrongs in Ri. bofotne 
Will conquer him, awake and win the day. 

Enter the Ghofi of L Haflings. 

Gho. Bloody and guiltir,gu itily awake, 

And in a bloody batteil end thy dayes, 

Thinke on Lord liftings, difpaire and die. w 

To/?;. Qacf vntroubled foul e,a wake, a wake, 

Armc,figh: and conquer for fair c Englands fake, > 

Enter the Ghofi s of the two Jong Princes. 

Gho. to K.R. Dreameon thy coufins fmoothred in the 
Let vs be laid within thy bofomc Richard, (Tower 

And weigh thee downe to ruine, fhame and death, ’ 

Thy Nephcwes foules bid thee difpaireand die. 

To Ri. Sleepe Richmond fleepe, in peace, and wake inioy, 
Good Angels guard thee from the Boares annoy, 

Liueand beget a happy race of Kings, 

Edwards vnhappicfcnnesdo bid thcc flourifli. 

Enter the Ghofi ofjfhteene Anne his wife. 

Richard ,thy wife, that wretched Anne thy wife? 

That neuer flepta quiet houre with thee, 

Now filsthy fleepe with perturbations, 

To morrow in the battaiie thinke on me, 

And fall thy edgcleirefword,difpaire and die. 

To Rich. Thou quiet foule, fleepe thou a quicr fleepe, 
Dreamcoffuccelfcand happy virftorie, 

Thy aduerfaries wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter the Ghofi of Buckingham, 

The fir ft was /that helpt thcc to the Crowne, 

The laft was I that felt thy tyrannie, 

0 ,in toe batteli thinke on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guiltineire: 

Dr -ame on, dreameon, of bloodydeeds and death, 

Fainr/ng difpairc,difpairingyeeld thy breath. 

To Ri. [ ay cd for hope ere I could lend thecaid, 
Bntchearechy heart, and be thou not difmayd, 

God and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide. 

And Richard fals in height ofali his pride; 

K. Richardfiarteth out of a dreame. 

K.Ri. Giue trteaoother horfe,biod vp my wounds: 

Hauc mcrcic Ie(u;(bfc,l^ciiu 



of Richard the third . 1 

0 coward confciencc,how doeft thou afflift me ? 

The lights burnc blew, it is not dead midnight : 
Coldfearefull drops ftandsou n*y trembling flefh, 
VVhat do f fcare my felfe i rhercs none clfe by, 

Richard ioues Richard, that is, lam I : 

Is there a murthcrer here ? no. Yes I am, 

Then flie,what from my felfe ? great reafon why. 

Left I reucnge.What my felfe vpon my felfe? 

Alackc I loue my felfe, wherfore ? for any good 
That I my felfe hauc done vnto my felfe i 
0 no: alas I rather hate my felfe, 

Forhatefuil deeds committed by my iclfe : 

1 am a villaine,yet I lye, I am not. 

Foole of thy felfe fpeake welI,foolc do not flatter, 
Myconfciencc hath a thoufand fcuerall tongues. 

And euery tongue brings in a fcuerall tale, 

And euery talc condemncs me for a villainc a 
Pcriurie,in the higheft degree, 

Murther,fterne murther,in thedyreft degree, 
All(eumllfinnes,all vfdc in each degree. 

Throng all to the barre, crying all, guiltie,guiltie. 
Ilhiildiipaire, there is no creature Ioues me. 

And if I die, no fotilefhall pittic me: 

And wherefore Ihould they ? fince that I my felfe, 

Finde in my fel fc,no pittic to niyfelfe. 

Methoughtthe foulesofall that/murthred 
Came all 10 my tent, and euery one did threat 
Tomorroivcs vengeance on the head of Richard. 

Enter RatcUffe. 

Rot. My Lord. 

King. Zounds, who is 'here? 

Rot Ratciith ,niy Lord, us I : the early village cockc. 
Hathtwifcdone fslu ation to the morne, 

Yonrfricndsare vp,and buckle on their armor. 

King. OR 3 tchiFc,I haue dreamda fearcfull dreame, 
What thinkft thou,wilI our friends pi c uc all true ? 

Rot. N o doubt mv Lord. 

King. O Rircliffc,Ifeare,l fcare. 

Rft. Nay good n,y Lord,be not afraid of fhadowCS. 

aftle Paul ? (hadowes to night 
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The Tragedie 

Hauc (Irookcmorc terror to the foulc of Richard, 

Then can the fubftanCc of ten thoufand fouldiers 
Armed in proofc,and led by (hallow Richmond. 

Tis not yet neare day,comegoewith me, 

Vndcr our Tents lie play the ewefe-dropper, 

To hcarc if any mcanc to (hrinke from me. Exeunt, 

Enter the Lords to Richmond, 

Lords. Good morrow Richmond. 

Rich. Crie mercy Lords, and watchful! Gentlemen, 

That you Hauc tane a tard ie fluggard here. 

Lor. How hauc you dept my Lord ? 

Rich. Thefweetcft flecpe,and faireft boding dreames, 
Thateuerentrcdinadrowfie head, 

Hauc I fince your departure had my Lords. 

Me thought their foules,whofe bodies Richard murthcrcd, J 
Came to my tent, and cr ied on vi&orie : 

I jiromife you my foule is very iocund, 

In the remembrance of fofairea dreamf. 

How farre into themorning is it Lords ? 

Lor. Vponthe ftrokeoffoure. 

Rich. Why then tis time toarme,andgiuc direction. 
Morcthen I hauc faiddouing countrymen, ( His Oration t» 
The leifjreand inforccment ofthetime, (his foulditrs. 
Forbids to dwell vpon.yct remember thfs, 

God, and our good caufc,. fight vpon our fide, 

The prayers of holy Saints and wronged foules, 

Like high reard bulwafkes.fland before our faces, 

Richard except, thofc whom we fightagainfl, 

Had rather hauevs winnc,then him they follow : 

For, what is he they follow ? truly gentlemen, 

A bloody tyrant, and a homicide. 

One raifde in bloud,and one in blouJ cftablifiied : 

One that made meane s to come by what he hath, 

And flaughtered tbofe that were the ineanesro ! elpe hilfif 
A bafe foule (lone, made precious by the foils 
OfEnglandschairc, where he is faJflyfer, 

One that hath euer bene Gods cncaiie : 

Then if you fightagainfl Godsenemie, 

Go’d will in in (f leeward you as his fouldiers: 
Ityoudofvcaretoputa tyra 
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of Richard the third; 

fou fieepe in peace, the tyrant being flainc, 

/fvou do fight again it your counties foes, 

Yourcou triesfat,fhall pay your paines the hire. 

1 you do fight in fafegai J ofy our vines, 

your wines 'hall welcome home the conqueror*: 

ifyou Jo free yout childrcn from the (word, 

Yuiir childrens children qu.rs it in your age; 

Then in the name of God and all thefe rights, 

Aduairfryour (landards,draw your willing fivord* 
for me.the ranfbme of my bold attempt, 

Shall be this cold corpes on the earths cold face: 

But if I thfiuc,the gainc of my attempt, 

The lead of you ihatl (lure his part. thereof, 

Sound drums and trumpets boldly ,and cheerfully, 

Cod, and Saint George, Richmond,and vidtorie. 

• Enter K tug %ichard> Rat. err. 

Ktne. tf'hatfaid Northumberland as touching Richmond* 
faf/That he was neucr trained vp in armes. f 
Kino. He (aid the truth,and what Laid Surrey men. 

Rat. He fmilcdandfaidjthc better for our purpofe. 

King. He was in the right, and fo indeed iris: 

Tell thcclocke there. The clock* (tnketh. 

Ciue me a ATalcndre,w ho law the Sunnc to day l 
Rat. Not /my Lord. 

King. Then he difdaines to fhine,fbr by the bookc 
He (liould hauc brau'd the Eafl an hourc agoe, 

Ablaike day will itbc to fomc bodic Rat. 

Rat. MyLord. 

» King. The Sunnc will not be fccne to day, 

The skie doth frowne and lowrc vpon our armie, 
l would thefe dcawie tearcs were from the ground. 

Net Ihinc to day : w hy, what is that to n.e 
Morcthen to R chvnond? for the fclfe fame hcauen 
That frowiicson me lookes fadly vpon him. 

Enter Notfo.ke. _ 

Nor, ^rme, armc,rriy Lord, the foe vaunts in the fitSa. 

King Comc,h uft!e,bulI!e,cap2rifon my horfe, 

Call vp Lord Stanly, bid him bringhis powei»> 

/mil lead forth my fouldicii to the pleainr, 

M And 



The Tragedie 

Ami thus my battell (ball be ordcrc d« „ 

My foreward (bail be drawne in length. 

Confiding equally ofhorfe and Foote, 

Our Archers (hail be placed in the midft, 

/ohn Du^c of Ncrifoike, Thomas Ear 1c of Surrey, 

Shall hatie the leading cf the footr and horfc, 

They thus deeded, we will follow 

In the maine battell, whefe puitlancc on either fide 

Shall be well winged with our chiefeft horfe: 

This^and Saint George to bootc, what thinkeft thou Nor. 

Nor. A good dircdion warlike foucraigne, Hefheweth 
This found 1 on my tent this morning. him a paper. 

Iocke'i of Not jfoike be not to bold , 

For Dickon thy matfter U bought and fold. 

King. A thing deuifed by the cnemie, 

Goe Gentcicmcn cuery man vnto his charge, 

Let not our babling dreames affright our foulcs, 
Confcience is a word that cowards vfe, 

Deuifdcas firft to/^eepe the ilrongin awe, 

Our fi rong armes be our confciencc, fivords our Iawc 
March on, ioyne braucly,kt vS'tooit pcllmcli,. 

If not to hcauen,thcn hand in hand to hell. His Oration to 
Whatfiiall I fay more then! haueinferdf 
Remember whom you are to cope wichall, 

A fort of vagabonds , rafcols and runa waits, 

-^feum of Brittains, and bafe lackey pefiants. 

Whom their orccloyed country vomits forth 
To defperatcaduenrures & aifur’d dcftrudion. 

You flcepingfafe,thcy bring you to vnreft: 

You haumg lands, &.blcft with beauteous.wiues, 

They would reftrainc the one,diftaine the other, 

And who dot!) load them butapaltrey ftllowf 
Long kept in Bnttainc at our mothers coft, 

A milkefopt , one that neuer in his life 
Felt fo much cold as ouer (hoocs in fnow : 

Lets whip thefeftraglcrs ore the fcas againe, . 

Lafh hence thdeoucrwcening rags of France, 

Thclefamifht beggers weary oftheir liues, 

Who but for dreaming on tin's fond exployt. 

For want of means poorc rats had hangd thcmfclues 
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of Richard the third, 

jfvve be conquered,!ct men conquere vs, 

Andnotthcfe baftard Brittaines whom our fathers 
Hauc in their owne land beatcn,bobd and thumpt. 

And on record left them the heires of lhame. 

Shall thefecoioy our lands, lye with our wiues? 

Rauifli our daughters, harke I hearc their drum, 

Right Gentlemen ofEngIand,fightboldlyycomcn, 

Draw Archers draw, your arrow's to the head, 

Spuryourproud horfes hard, and ride in bloud, 

Amaze the welkin wrth your broken ftaues, 

^hatfaies Lord Star, ley, will he bring his power ? 

Meft My Lord, he doth denie to come. 

King. Off with his fonne Georges head. 

Nor. My Lord, the eneinie is part the marfli, 

After the battaile,let George Scanlcy die. 

King. A thoufand hearts arc great within my bofbme, 
Aduancc our ftandards,fet vpon our foes, 

Our auncient word of courage faire Saint George 
Infpire vs with the fpleene of fierie Dragons, 

Vpon them,vidoric fits on cur helpes. 

Alarum.excHrfwns, Enter Cates hie. 

Cat. Re fee w my Lord of Norfolke,reficew,refccw 
The King enads more wonders then a man, 

Daring ao eppofite to cuery danger. 

His horfc is fiainc,and all on footc he fights, 

Seekingfor Richmond in thethroat of death, 

Refccw faire Lord, or elfe the day is loft. Enter Richard. 

Kin. A horfc, a horfc, my kingdomefor a horfc. 

Cat. Withdraw my Lord,iIe bclpcyou to a horfc. 

Kin. Slauc I haue fet my life vpon a caft 
Audi will ftand the hazard ofthe dye, 

Ithinkc there be fixeRichmonds in the field, 

Fiuc haue I ft line to day, in ftead of him. 

A horfc, a horfe, my kingdomc for a horfc. 
dlarutn. Enter Richard and Richmond,/ hey fight. Richard is ftaine, 
'henretrait bctngfotmded. Enter Richmond, DarlAbearinqtk 
crov£ne y with other Lords , 

God and your armes be praifcd vidorious friends, 

‘he day is ours, the bloudicdog is dead. 

Couragious Richmond, w el haft thou acquit thee, 
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ioc here this long vfurped royalties 
From the dead temples of this Woodie wretch, 

Haue I plnckt ofFro grace thy browes withal!, 

Wcare it, and make much of if. 

Rich. Great God ofheaueri fay Amen to all. 

But tell me,is young George Stanley iiuing i 
Dar. He is my Lord and fafe in Letter Townej 
thither if it plcafc you’re may now withdraw vs* 

Rich. What men of name arc flainc on either fide* 
lam Duke of Uorfo'ke ,fV .iter Lordfrris,fir RobrV 
Brokeithurj. ‘Jr fir fV ilitam Br undo?). 

Rich. Enter their bodies, as become their births? 
Procldimc a pardon to the fouldicrs fled , 

That in fi bmilfion will rttui ne to vs, 

And then a$ we hauc tanc the Sacrament, 

We will vnitc the white rofe and the red. 

Smile hcauen vpon this fairc coniun&ion, 

That long haue frownd vpon their enmitie, 
Whattraitorhearcs mc,a«dfayc8 not Amen ? 

England hath long bene madde,and fcard her fcRcy 
The brothcrblindly Ihcd the brothers bioud, 

The father rafhly flaughtcrcd his ownc fonne, 

The fonne compc!d,benc butcher to the lire. 

All thisdiuided Yotke and Lancaftcr, 

Diuided in their dire diuifion. 

O now let.Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The truefuccecders of each royall heufe, 

By Gods faffc ordinance conioyr.e together, * 

And let thy heires (God if they will be fo) 

Enrich the time to come with fmoorh-fatte peace, 
rTith fmiling plentic,and fairc profpt reus dayes. 
Abate the edge oftratto^graudus’Lerd, 

That would reduce thcfebloudiedaic againe, 

And make poorc England weepe in flrcamcsof blcuo. 
Let them not line to fatte this lands encreafe, 

That would With treafon wound this faire lands peace, 
Sow ciuill w ©u ids arc ttoptjpeace hues againr, 

That flje ma/iong nuc hcarc, God fay Aniei>. 






t.#4. 



Eater Richard Duke of G loafer > fo\us. 

a. TO w is the winter cfpJifcontent, 
lN Made glorious fommer by thislbnneofYorkc: 
^nd all rhccloudes that lowrd vpon ourhoule, 

7n the deepe bolbmc of the Ocean buried, 

Now arc our browes bound with vidorious wreathes, 
Our brufed armes hung rp for monuments, 

Our tterne alarums changd to merric meetings, 
OurdrcadfulJ marches to delightful! pleasures. 
Crinvvilagdc warre,hath fmoothde his wrinkled Trent, 
And now in ftcad of mounting barbed Heeds, 

To fright the foules of fcatefull adtierfatics 
He capers nimbly in a Ladies chamber, 

. To the lafeiuious pleahng of a loue. 

But I that am not Jha^pEfor fportiue friezes. 

Nor made to court an amorous looking glade, 

I that am rudely flam pf, and want loues maietti 
Toftrut before a wanton ambling Nymph; 

I thatamcurtaildofthis faire proportion. 

Cheated of feature by ditTcmbling nature, 

Deformd, vnfiniflit, fent before my time 

- Into this breathing world halfcmadcvp, 

- And thatfo lamely and vnfatti ionable, 

T hat dogs barke at me as /halt by them: 

^hy I in this weakc^jiping time of peace 
Haue no delight to paiieaway the time, 

VnleUe to fpie my lhadow in the Sunne, 

Anddcfcanton mine ownc deformities 
And therefore fincc / cannot proue a loues 
Toentertaine thele faire well fpo^en dales, 

I ana determined to proue a villainc, 

And hate th? idle plcafurcs ofthefedaics 
Plots haue I laid, indu&ums dangerous, 

A 2 
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Bydron^cn prophefics, libels and dreame's. 

To let my brother Clarenceand theming, 

In deadly hate theone againtt the other, 

Auditing Edward bcastrueand iufl 
Aslamfubtile,falfcand ttccherous.* 

This day lliould Clarence clofely be mevvd vp, 

About aijift/hcfic which faies that G. 

Of Edwards neircs the murthcrcrftiall bee. 

Piue thoughts, downc to my foufe, Et.ter Clarice triik 
Here Clarence comes, a guard of men 

Brother, good dayes, what means this armed guard 
That waites vpon your grace ? 

Chi. His maiefiie tendering my perfons fafetie hath ap. 
This conduct to conucy me to the Tower. ( pointed 

Glo. V pon what caufe i 
Cti. Bccaufe my-name is George. 

Glo. A\ ack my Lord, that fault is none of yours, 

He fhould for that commit your gof d fathers.* 

. Q belike his maieftic hath fome intent 
That you (liall be new chriftVied m the Tower, 

But what is the matter Clarence may /know ? 

Cla. Yea Richard when I know , for /proteft 
As yet /do not, but as /canlcarnc, 

He harkens after prophecies and dreames, 

And from the crolle-rowe pluckes the letter G i 
And laics a wizard told him that by G, 

His ilfuc difinherited fhould be, 

^nd for my name of George begins with G, 

It followcs in his thought that lam he, 

Thefeas /lcarnc,and fuch fiketoyesasthefe, 

Haue moued hisdiighnelle to commit me now 
Glo Why this it is when men are rulde by women, 

Tis notthe ^jng thatfendsyou to the Tovycr, 

My Lady Gray hjs wife, Clarence tis fhee 
That tempts him^fothis cxtUfmitic : 

Was it not flie and that good man ofworlhip 
Anthony wooduile her brother there, 

That made him fend Lord Hattings to the tower, * 

From whence this prefent day he is deliuered l 
notfafe Clarenec, w^arc not fafe. 




of R ichard the third 

Cla. By heauen /thinke there is no manfeeurdc 
ButthcQu;c»cs kindred, and night-waiklg Heralds 
That trudge betwixt the king and Millreffc Shoare; ’ 
Heard yc not w hat an humble fupplimt 
Lord Haftings was to her for his dehucric/ 

Glo. Humble complaining to her deitic, 

Gotmy Lord phamberlaine his libertie, 

Ilctcll you wflat, l ehinke it is our way, 

Hue will keepe infaucur with the King, 

Tube hermcn,and wcareher hucry, 

The jealous oreweme widow and hcrfclfe. 

Since that our brother dubd them gentlewomen, 

Are mightie goflips in this monarchy, 

Bro. 1 bcfcech your graces both to pardon me ? 

His maieflie hath flraighrly giuen in charge. 

That no man fhall hauepriuatc conference 
Ofwhat degree foeuer with his brother. * 

Glo. Euen fo & plcafe your worfiijp Brokenhury, 

You may parra4c of my thing we fay : 

Wc fpea^e no treafon man, we fay the king 
tJ wilcaod vertuous;, and his noble Quecne - 
^cll ftroo^e in yearcs, faire, and noHealous, 

Wefay that Shores vvifehath a pretie footc, 

Acherry lip, a bonny eye, a palling pleafing tongues 
,M that the, Quecnes kindred are made gentle folk«s 
How fayyou fir, can you deny all this ? 

5ms With this ( my Lord) my fcjfe bsue naught tc 
• O-., Naught to do with Miftrctfe Shore, I tell thtc 
Hctbtdoth naught with her, excepting one, 

Wercbelt he do it fcerctly alone. 

Bro. What one my Lord ? 

^«.Her husband £nauc, would ft thou betray me * 

C/^c know thy charge Brokcnbury,and will obey. 

j r JT T C arc f, hc V ^ ccnes Abicfls and mull obey, 
Jfothw farewell, I will vnto the King, . 

Andwhatfocucr you will imploy tre in, 

- ~ ltt ° <»ll King Edwards widow fitter, 

A3 
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1 will performc it to infrapc hife you, 

Mcane time this deepe difgracc in brotherhood, 

T ouches me deeper then you can imagine. 

Cla .1 know it pleafeth neither of vs well. 

Glo. Well, your imprifonment (hail not be loog. 

I will dcliuer you, or lie for you, 

Meane time haue patience. 

Cla. I mult prcforcc, farewell. Exit. Cl*. 

Glo. Go tread the path, that thou fhalc ncre retbrne, 
Simple plainc Clarence, I dojoue rhec fo, 

That I will fhortly fend t hy fouleto heauen, 

If heauen will take the prelent at cur hands: 

But who comes here, the new dcliucred f ladings f 
Enttr Lord Having?. 

Haft. Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord. 

Glo. As much vnto my good Lord Chambcriaine; 
Well arc you weicomcto this open aire, 

How hath your Lordfhip brookt imprifonment ? 

Hall. With patience^ noble Lord ) as prifoners mud 
But I fhall liuc my Lord to giue them thankes. 

That were the caufe of my imprifonment, 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt, and f® fliall Clarence too 
For tbay that were your enemies arc his, 

And haueprcuiildas much on him as you. 

Haft. More pittie that the Eagle fhouldbe mewed, 
While iTites and Buzars prey at libcrtic. 

Glo. What newes abroad f 



Haft. No newes fo bad abroad, as this at home : 
The King is fickly,wcakeand melancholy, 

And his Phifitians fcare him mightily. 

Glo Now by Saint Paul this newes is bad indeed. 
Oh he hath kept an euil diet long, 

And ouermuch confirmed hisroyall perfon, 

Tis very grecueas to. bethought vpon, 

What, is he in his bed/ 

Haft. He is. 



Glo. Goc you before, and I will follow you, Exit. 

He cannot liuc I hope, and mud not die 
Till George be packt with pod horfe vp to heauen, 
ilc into vrge his hatred more tp Clarence 



— 




©fRiehardthe third. 

Or earth gape open wide, and cate him quickc, ! 

^$thou doed fwallowc vp this good kings blood, 
^hich his. Hchgoucrnd armc hath butchered. 

rJ/o.Ladic^ou know no rules ofeharitie. 

Which tenders good forbad,bIeflingsforcurfes, 

La. J'iliannc,chou £nowd no law of God nor man: 

No bead fo fierce, but knowes fbme touch of pittie. 

Glo. ButI k no w none, and therefore am no bead. 

La. Oh wondcrfull when dcuilstell the truth.** 
el». More wonderfull when Angels are fo angry, 
Vouchfafediumc perfection ofa woman, 

Of thefe fuppofed cuils to giue me Jeaue, 

By circum dance but to acquite my fclfe. 

La. Vo uchfafc defufed infeftion of a man, 
for thefe knownceuils,buttogiuc meleaue, 

By circum dance to curfc thy curfcd fclfe. 

Glo. Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me haue 
Some patient Icifurc to excufe my fclfe. 

La. Fouler then heart can thi nke thee, thou canfl make 
Noexcufc currant,but to hang thy fclfe. 

Glo. By fuch difpare I fhould accufe ray fclfe. 

La. /4nd by drfparing fhouldd thou dand cxcufde, 

For doing worthy vengeance on thy fclfe, 

- Which d idedvn worthy daughter vpon others. 

Glo. Say that 1 dew them not. 

La. V/hy then they are not dead: 

But dead they are, and diuelifli daueby thee. 

Glo I did not^ili your husband. 

La. Why then he is aliue. 

Glo-Niy, he is dead and daine by Edwards hand. 

La. In thy foule throat thou lyed. Queenc Margrct fa w 
Th\ bloodly faulchion fmckingin his blood, 

The which thou oncedidd bendagaind her bred, 

But that thy brother beat afide the poynr. 

Glo. 1 was prouo^ed by her flandrrous to n guc j 
^bich laid their guilt vpon ray guiltlelTe (hou'ders. 

Li. Thou wad prcuo^ed by thy bloodie mindc, 

Which ncuer dreamt on oughnbbt butchery es. 

Diddthou not kill tiala 



V 
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L 4 . Doeft graunt me hedgehog,thcn God grant me too 
Thou maieft be damned for that wicked deed. 

Oh he was gentle, milde,and vertuous. 

gto. The fitter for the king of beauen that hath hint. 

La. He is in heauen, where thou (halt ncucr come. 

Glo. Let him thanke me that holpc to fend him thither, 
For he was fitter for that place then earth. 

La. And thou vn fit for any place but hell. 

Glo . Yes one place clfc,ifyc will hearc me name it. 

La. Some dungeon. Glo. Your bed-chamber. 

La. Ill reft betide the chamber where thou lieft. 

Glo. So will it Madame, till /lie with you. 

La. /hopefo. 

Glo. I know fo, but gentle Lsdie Anne, 

Tolcauc this kind ineounterofour wits., 

And falllbmewhat into a (lower methode; 

Is not the caufcr of the time-leftc deaths 
Ofthefc Plantagenets. Henry and Edward, 

As blamcfull as the executioner/ 

La. Thou art the caule,and mod accurft effeft. 

Glo. Your beautic was the caufc of that effcdl. 

Tour beautic which did haunt me in my fleepe, 

To vndertakc the death of all the world, 

So /might reft that houre in your fweet bolbme. 

La. If I thought that, /tell thee homicide, 

Thcfc nailcs fhould rend that beautiefrom my chcekes. 

Glo. Tliefe cies. could ncuer endure fweet beauties wrack 
You (liquid not blemifh them if i flood by : 

As all the world is chcared by theSunne, 

So I by that, it is my day, my life. 

La. Blac^nightouei finde thy day, and death thy life. 

Glo. Curfe not thy felfe faire creature,thou art both. 

La. I would / wereto be reuengde on thcc. 

Glo. It is a quarrel! rood vnnaturall, 

- To be reuengde on him that loueth you. 

La. It is a quarrel! iurtand reafonable, 

_ 1 o be reuengd on him that flew my husband. 

Glo. He that bereft thee Lady of thy husband, 

Cud it to hclpc thee tea better husband. 




of Richard the third. 

Glo • This is the fruite of rawnes : markryou not 
How that the guiltie kindred of the Queenc, 

Loo^f pale when they did heare ofCiarcncc. death. 

Oh, they did vrgeit ftillvnto the King, 

God will reuengeit. Butcomeletsm 

To comfort Edward with our company. Exeunt. 

Enter Dutches of Yorke r.'uh Clarence chilan ». 

M Boy. Tell me good Granam, is our father dead / 

Dot. No boy. ( breaft ? 

„ Boy. Why do you wring your hands and beat your 
Jodcrie, Oh Clarence my vnhappy (onne/ 

Gir/e. Why doyou looke on vs and (hake your head i 
And call vs wretches ,Orphanes,caftawaye$, 

/f that our noble father be aliuc/ 

- Dut. My prettie Cofens , you mifta^e me much, 

Ido lament the fickneftcof the King : 

As loth to loofe him, not your fathers death: 

It were loft labour to weepe for one that’s loft. 

Boy. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead, 

The King my V ncle is too blame for this . 

God will reuengeit, whom /will importune 
With dayly prayers all to that dFcdh 
Dut. Peace children peace, the King doth loue you well, 
Incapable and (hallow innocents, 

Ton cannot gclfe who caufde your fathers death. 

Boy. Granam, we can: lor my goodTncleGloccftcr 
Told me, the /Ting prouoked by the Queenc, 

Dtuif'd impeachments to imprifon him: 

And when he told me lo he wept, 

And hugd me in his arme, and kindly £ift my cheeke. 

And bad me relic on him sson my father, 

And he would loue me dearely as bis childej 
Dut. Oh that deceit fhould ftcale fuch gentle Ihapcs, 

And with a vertuous vizard hide foulc guile, 

He is my fonne,yca and therein my fliame: 
from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 
%.Thin^cyoumy T'ncle did ditfemble, Granam? 

Dut. I Boy. 

%.l cannot chinkc it,harke, whatnoife is this ? 



Enter 
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Enter the ueene. 

Q*. Who (lull hinder me to waile and ivcepe. 

To chide my fortune, and torment my fclfc ? 
lie ioync with blacke difpaircagaind my felfe, 

And to my fclfc become an cnemie. 

Dut. What meanes this feeane ofrude impatience? 
£1*. To make an ad of tragicke violence, 

Edward, my Lord, your fonne our king is dead. 

Why grow the branches, now therootc is withred? 
Why u ithernottheleaues,the lap bang gone? 

If you will liue, lament r if die, be briefe t 
That our fwift winged foules may catch the kings, 

Or like obedient fubieds , follow him 
To his new £ingdomeofperpetua!l red. 

Dut. Ah lo much intertft haue I in thy forrew, 

As /had titfe in thy noble husband:. 

I haue bewept a worthy husbands death, 

And liu'd by looking on his images. 

But now two mirrors of his princely femblance, 

Arc crackt in pceces by malignant death, 

And / for comfort haue but one fade glade, 

Which grecues me when I fee my lhamc in him* 
Thau art a widow, yet thou art a mother, 

And hail the comfort of thy children left thee: 

But ^eath hath fnatcht my children fro mine armes,., 
And pluckt two crutches fremmy fceblelimmcs, 
Edward and Clarence, Oh what caufe haue I 
Then, being hut moitieofmy griefe. 

To cuergo thy plaints and drowne the cries? 

Boy. Good Aunt, you wept not for ourfathersdeath,. 
How can we aide you with our kindreds teares? 

Gtrl. Our facherleile d litre (Tc was left vnmoand. 
Your widowes dolours iikcwiie be vnwept. 

Giue me no helpc in Jamenration, , 
lam not barren to bring forth laments, 

All fprings reduce their currents to mine eies, 

That 1 being gouernd by thewatry moane,. 

May (end forth plenteous teares to drowne thcworlds 
Oh for! my husband, for my heire Lo. Edward, 



of Richard the third. 

/ s loth to beare me to the (laughter- houfe. h 

Oh, now I want the Pried thatfpakc to me, 
l now repent I told the Purfiuant, 

As twerc triumphing at mine enemies, 

How they at Pomfret bloodily were burcherd. 

And 1 my ielfe fecure in grace and fmour : 

Oh Margaret, Margaret : now thy hcauie curfe 
Is lighted on poore Hidings wretched head. 

Cut. Difpatch my Lord, the Duke would brat dinner: 
Make 2 (bort fluid, he longs to ice your head. 

fjfafl. O momentary (late of worldly men, 

Which we more hunt for, then for the gracof heauen : 
mho builds his hopes inairc ofyourfairclookes, 

Liues like a drunken Sayler on a n; id, 

Ready with eucry nod to tumble downe 
Into the fa fall bowels ofthe deepe. 

Come leadc me tc the b!ocke,bcsre him my head, 

They fmiie at me, that fhorcly (hall be dead. Exeunt. 

Enter Duke ofG/oflerand Buckingham in armour. 

Glo. Comeco(cn,cand thouquake& change thy colour ? 
Murther thy breath in middle of a word, 

And then begin againc and dopagaine, 

Asifthou wcrtdillraughtandmad with terror. 

Stic. Tutfearenotme. 

I can counterfeit the deepe Tragedian, 

Speake,and looke backc,and pric on cuery fide : 

Intending deepe (ufpition,gadly lookes 
Are at my feruicclike inforccd (miles, 

And both are readie in their offices 
Togracemy dratagems. Enter Maior. 

Glo. Here comes the Maior. 

Buc. Letmealonetocntcrtainc him. LordMaioR 

Glo. Locke to the drawbridge there. 

Buc. The rcafon we haue fent for you. 

Glo, Catesby ouerlookc the walks. 

Buc. Harkcjlheareadrumtne. 

Glo. Looke backe, defend thee, hccc are enemies. 

Buc. God and our innocencie defend vs. 

Glo. O, O, be quiet, it is Catesby, 



G z 
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Enter Catesby with Hajlings head. 

Cat. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, 

The dangerous and vnfufpetded Hadings. 

Glo. So dearc /lou’dthe man, that -/mutt vveepe; 
/ tooke him for the plained harmelelFc man, 

That breathed vpon this earth a Chriftian; 

Lookc ye my Lord Maior : 

I made him my booke wherein my foulerecorded 
The Hidoric of all her fecret thoughts : 

So (mooth he daub’d his vice with (hew of vertue, 
That his apparent open guiltomittcd : 

1 mcanc his conucrfation with Shores wife? 

He laid from all attainder offufpetd. (traitor 

Buck^ fFell,wcll,hewasthecouertd flieltrcd 
That cucr liu’d , would you haUc imagined, 

Oral mod beleeue, wertnotby great preferuation 
We liuc to tell it you ? The fubtile traitor 
Had this day plotted in the counted houfe, 

To murder me, and my good Lord ofGloccdcr. 

Mayor. What , had he fo ? 

Glo. What thinkc ye wcare Turks or Infidels, 

Or that we would againd thecourfeof Lave, 

Proceed thus talhly to the villaines death, 

But that theextreameperill ofthecafe, 

The peace of England ,and our perfons fafetic 
Inford vs to this execution? 

Ma. Now faire befall you, he deferued his death, 
And you my good L. both, haue well proceeded, 

To warnc falfc traitors from the like attempts ; 

I neucr lookt for better at his hands, 

After he once fell in with Midretfe Shore. 



• Clo.Yct had not we determined he flioulddic, 
rntill your Lordlhip came to fee his death. 

Which nowthc longing hade ofthefe our friends 
Some what againd our meaning haue peruented, 
Becaufc my Lord , wee would haue had you heard 
T. he traitor fpeake, andtimeroufly confellc 
The manner, and the purpofe ofhistreafon. 

That you minght well haue fignified the fame 



of Richard the third. 
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fbeT rump its found, Enter Richard crowned, Bucking- 
ham, Cates by, with other Nobles . 

> . * r li^ . 1 v, • ' if) . , v i(}9 ' _ ,>'»V 

King. Stand all apart. Cofcn of Buckingham, 

Qiue me thy hand : Here he afeendeth his 

Thus high by thyaduice throne. 

And thy affidance is King Richard feated : 

But (hall wcwearcthefc honours for a dayj 
Or Hull they lad, and wereioyceinthem i 
Buc. Still liue they, and for eucr may they lad. 

Kin.Ri- O Buckingham, now 1 do play^hc touch,, 

To trie if thou be currant gold indeed : 

. Tong Edward lines : rhinfce now what I w'ouldfay. 

. Buc. Say on mygratiousfoueraigne. 

King. fVhy Buckiogham,Ifay I would be King. 

Buc. Why fo you arc my thriccrcnowmed licgo*i f . 

King. Ha : am I King ? ris fo,but Edward line*. 

Buc. True noble Prince. 

King. O bitter coiifequcnce, 

, That Edward dill fliould liuc true noble Pfincei 
Cofcn, thou wett not wont to befo dull: . 

I Shall I be plaine 1 1 wiili the baflards dead, 

And I would haue it fuddcnly performde. . ; ,c, f :T 

Whatfaid thou ? fpeake fuddenly, be briefe. ,fj . ... . . . j 
Buc. Vour Grace may do your plcafure. 

King. Tut, tut, thou artaliyce, thy kindnciTe freczeth. 

Say, haue I thy confcntthat they dial! die ? 

Bus. Giuemcforncbrcath,fomelitlcpaufcmyLord, 

• Beforel pofitiuely fpeake herein: 

Iwill refolueyour Grace immcdiatly. 

Cat. The King is angry, fee, he bites the lip* 

King. I will conuerfe with iron witted foolcs, 

And vnrcfpcdliue boyqs,nonc are for me 
That lookc into me with confideratecycs : 

%,high reaching Buckingham growes circumlpcft. ; 
Boy- ford. 

King. Know ft thou not any whom corrupting gold ■ 

Would i 
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Would teroptvntoa clofc exploit ofdeath. 

Boy . My Lord, l know a difeontented Gentleman, 
Whofe humble meancs match not his haughtic minie, 
Gold were as good as twcntic Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him to any thing. 

King* What is his name? 

Boy. His name my Lord, is Tirrell. 

King. Goc call him hither prcfcntly. 

The deepe reuoluing wittie Buckingham, 

No more (hall be the neighbour to my countcll, 

Hath he fe long held out with me vntirde, 

And (tops he now for brea th i 

Enter Darby. 

How now, what newes with you ? 

Dat. My Lord, I hcarc the Marque fife Dorfet 
Is fled to Richmondjin thofe parts beyond the Teas where 
he abides. 

King. Catesby. Cat. My Lord. 

King. Rumor it abroad 
That Anne my wife is fickcand like to die, 

1 will take order for her keeping clofe : 

Enquire me out feme mcane borne Gentleman, 
Whom I will marry ftraight to Clarence daughter, 

The boy is fooli(h,andt fearenothim : 

Looke how thou dreamft : I fay againc,giuc out 
That Anne my wife is fickc and like to die. 

About it, for it Hands me much vpon. 

To flop all hopes whofe growth may damage me, 

I muft be married to my brothers daughter, 

Orelfc my kingdome ftandson brittle glalTe, 

Murther her brothers, and then marry her, 

Vncertainc way ofgaine,butI am in 
So farre in blood,thatfin plucke on fin, 

Tearc falling pittie dwcls not in this eye. 

EnterTirrel. 

Is thy name Tirrell? A 

Tir. lames Tirrel,andyourmoflobedientfubicct. 

King. Art thou indeed? 
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Motvthy proud necke,beares halfcmy burthenedyoke. 

From which ,euen here, I flip my weary necke. 

And leauc the burthen of it all on thee : 

Farewell Yorkcs wife,andfQuecnc of fad mifchance, 

Thefe Englilh woes, will make me fmilc in France. 

On. O thou well skild in curfes,tlay a while, 

Andteacli me how to curfe mine enemies. 

<9. /ffor. Forbeare tofleepthcnight,andfalttheday, 
Compare dead happindTe with liumg woe, 

Thinkc that thy babes were fairer then they were, 

And he that flew them fowler then he is : 

Bctmng thy Ioffe makes the bad caufer worle, 
ReuoIumgthis,wili teach thee how to curfc. 
jL' My words are dull, O quicken them with thine. 

GKMa. Thy woes wil make them fliarp,& pierce like mine. 
But. Why (hould calamitie be full of words i Exit, Afar., 
gu. Windie atturnies to your client woes, 
Aicriefticccedersof inteftate ioyes, 

Poore breathing orators ofmifcries, 

Let them haue fcope, though what they do impart 
Hdpe not at all, yet do they eafe the heart. 

BrnM fo,then be not toong tidc,goe with me. 

And in the breath of bitter words, lets Another 
My damned (onne, which thy two fonnes fmothred t 
Iheare his drum, be copious in cxclaimes. 

Enter King Richard marching with Drummos, 
andTrumpett. 

Ktn (. Who intercepts my expedition? 

But. A fhe,that might bauc intercepted thee, 

By firangling thee in her accurfed wombe, 

From all the flaughters wretch, that thou haft done. 

gu. Hid’ft thou that forehead with a golden crownc, 
Where fhould be grauen,if that right were right, 

Thcflaughter of the Prince that owdethat crowne,. 

And the dire death of my two ionnes,and brothers : 

Tell me thou villainc flaue, where arc ray. children? 
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Dut Thou todc,thou todc,w here is thy brother Clarece l 
And litle Ned Plantaget,his Tonne ? 

£> h . sherd's kind Haftings, Riuers, Vaughan, Gray, ) 

King. A flourilhtrumpets,l*rike alarum drummes. 

Let not the heauens hcare thefe tcJ-tale women 

Raile on the Lords annointed. Strike I (ay. Tbetmmyets 

Either be patient, and intreat me faire, founds. 

Or with the clamorous report ofwarre, 

Thus will I drowne your exclamations. 

Dut. Art thou my Tonne? 

King. I, IthankeSod,my father and your Tclfe. 

Dut. T en patiently heare tny impatience. 

Kmg. Madame I hauea touch ofyour condition. 

Which cannot brooke the accent of reproofe. 

Dut. I will be railde and gentle in my fpeech. 

King. And briefegood mother, for lam in ha lie. 

Dut. Artthoufohaftiel haue ftaid for thee, 

God knowes in angui(h,p ine and agonie. 

King. And came I not at laft to comfort you ? 

Dut. No by the holy roode thou knowft it well, 

Thou camft on earth, to make the earth my hell : 

A greeuous burthen was thy birth to me, 

Techie and waiward was thy infancie, 

Thy fchoele-daiesfrightfull,defpcrate,wildeand furious; 

Thy age confirmd, proud, Tubtil,bloudie,trecherous, 

W'hat comfortable houre canft thou name, 

That eucr grac’t me in thy companie ? 

K. Faith nonebut Humphrey houre, thatcaid your grace 
Tobreakcfaft onceforthof my companie: 

If it be fo gratious inyour fight, 

Let me march on, and not offend your grace. 

Dut. O heare me fpeake,for I (hall neucr fee thee more. 

King. Come, come, you arc too bitter. 

Dut. Either thou wilt die by Gods iuft ordinance, 

Ere from this warre thou turnc a conqueror, 

Or I with gricfcand extreame age fhall perifh, 

And neucr lookc vpon thy face againc: 

Therefore rake with thee my mod heauic curfe. 

Which 
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Which in the day of battell tire thee more 
Then all the compleat armour that thou wearft, 

My praters ontheaduerfepartie6ght, 

And there the litle Toules of Edwards children 
Whifperthefpirits of thine enemies, 

And promile them fucccficand tridory, 
j'oudie thou art, bloudy will by thy end, 

Shame ferucs thy life, and doth thy death attend. Exit. 

Gf*. Though far more caufc,yct much leiTe fpirit to curie 
Abides in me, I Tay Amen to all. 

King. Stay Madam, I muff Tpeakc a word with you. 
u, I hauc no more fonnes of the royall blood, 

FoTthceto murther,for my daughters Richard, 

They (liall be praying Nunncs, not weeping Queenes, 
i^.id therefore I cue 1 1 not to hit their lit es. 

King. You hauc a daughter cald Elizabeth, 
fertuousand faire,royalland gratious. 

Qu. And mull flic die for this? O let her liue? 

^uTlle corrupt her manners, ftaine her beautie, 

Slander m,y felfe , as falfe to Edwards bed, 

Throw ouer her the vale of infamie, 

So (lie may liue vn (card from bleeding daughter, 

/will confefte die was not Edwards daughter. 

King. Wrong not her birth, fhe is of royall blood. 

jjf To faue her life,ile fay (lie is not fo. 

KtngMct life is only fafe ft in her birth. 

And only in that fafctic died her brothers. 

Kmg. Lo at their births good liars wereoppofite. 

Qu No to their liucs bad friends were contrary. 

King. AW vnauoydcd is the doome ofdefteny. 

Qu. True, when auoyded grace makes defteny, 

My babes were deft inde toa fairerdeath, 

Ifgracc had bleft thee with a fairer life. 

Ki. Madam, fo thriue I in my dangerous attempt of hoftile 
A I intend more good to you and yours, (armes, 

/"hencuer you or yours weteby me wrongd. 

What good is couerd with the face of heauen, 
Tobedifcouerd that can do me good. 

King. Thcaduanccment of your children mightie Lady. 
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£>*t. Vp to fomcfcaffold, thereto leofe their heads. 
Ki»g. No to the digniticand height of honor, 

The height impcriall tipeof this earths glory. 

Qv . Flatter my fbrrowes with report of it, 

Tell me what ftite,what dignitie,what honor, 

Cand thou demife to any child ofminc ? 

King. Eueii ail I haue,yca and my felfe and all, 

Willi withal! endowachild ofthinc, 

So in the Lethe of thyangryfoule, 

Thou drovvnc the fad remembrance of the Ic wrong* 
Which thou fuppofcfl I haue done to thee, 

Be briefe, left that rhe precede of thy ktndneflc 
Lad longer telling then thy kindnefle doo. 

K. Then know that from my ioule i lone thy daughter, 
Sfj. My daughters mother thiokes it with her foulc. 

Kmg. What do you thinkc ? 

That thou doed loue my daughter from thy foule, 
So from thy foules loue didd thou her brothers, 

And from my hearts loue /do thanke thee for it. 

King. Be not fo bailie to confound my meaning, 
Iimeane that with my foulc I loue thy daughter, 

And meanc to make herQueenc ofEngland. 

j£u. Say then, who docll thou meane (hall be her king? 
Kin^. Etien he that makes her Qucene,how fhould cife? 
42h. What thou? 

King. /,eueu I, what thinke you of it Madame? 
fK. How cand thou wooe her?. 

King. That I would.lcarncof you, 

As one that were bell acquainted with her humor. 
ffhg. And wilt thou learncof me? 

Kin^. Madam with all my heart. 
fffi Send to her by, the man that flew her brothers 
A. pane ofbleedmg hearts, thereon ingraue, 

Edward and Yorke, then happily (lie will weepe. 
Therefore prefent to her, as fbmetirae Margaret 
Did to thy father, a handkerchefFe (lecpt in Rudans blood, 
And bid her dric her weeping eyes therewith, 

If this Inducement force her not to loue. 

Send her a dory of thy noble adds:. 

Tell her chou.mad’llaway her vncle Clarence, 
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You haue no caufe to hold my friendfliip doubtfull, a. 

Incuer was nor neuer will be faife. 

\in. Well, go milder men : but bearc you,!caue behindc 
Your fonne George Stanlie,Iookc your faith be firme : 
Orelfc,his heads alTurance is-butfrailc. 

Dar. So deale with him, as I prouetruc to you. Exit.Dar, 
Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef. My Gracious fouetaigne, now in Dcuonfhirc,. 

Asl by friendsatn well aducrtifcd, 

Sir WiHiain Courtney, and the haughtie Prelate, 

Bifhop of Exeter, his.bro her there, 

With many mo confiderates,arc in armes. 

Enter another Aieffenger. 

Mef. My liege, in Kent the Guilfordsarc in armes, 

And eucry hourc more competitors 

Flocke to their ay de,and dill their power increafeth. 

Enter another Meffenger. 

Mef, My Lord, the armie ofthe Duke of Buckingham, 

Hcfiriketh him. 

King. Out on you owles, nothing but fonges of death. 

Take that vntill thou bring me better newts. 

Mef. Your Grace midakes,thc newes I bring is good, 
Mynewesis,that by hidden flood and fallofwatcr, 

The Duke of Buckingham* armie isdifpcrft and fcattcrcd, 

And he himfclfc fled no man knowes whither. 

King. O l cry you mercie,! did miftakc, 

Ratdiffe reward him for the blow I gsuc him : 

Hath any wclladuifcd friend giuen out, 

Rewards for him that brings in Buckingham ? 

Mef. Such proclomatio hath bin made my liege. 

Enter another Meffenger. 

Mef. Sir Thom is’Louell and Lord Marques Dorfct, 
Tisfaidmy Liege are vp in armes, 

Yet this good comfort bring I to your Grace, 
ThcBritcaincNauic isdifpcrd, Richmond in Dorfliirc 
Sent out a boatc to aske them on the fhore, 

Ifthcy were his affidant3yea,or no : 

Whoanfwcred him they came from Buckingham, 
Vponhispartic : hemidrudingthem, 
doid faile,and made away for Brutaine. 
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King, March on, march on,fince wearc vp in armc^ 

If notto fight with forraigne enemies. 

Yet to beatc downe thefe rebels here at home. 

Enter Cate shy, 

Qat. M7liegc,theDukc of Buckingham is taken, 
Thats the bed ncwes,that the Earle of Richmond 
Is with a mightie power landed at Milford, 

Is colder tydings, yet they mud be told. 

King Away towards Salisbury, while we reafon here, 

A royall battcll might be wonne and lod. 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Salisbury, the red march onwith me. 

ftnte r Barbie, Sir Chrijfopher. 

Bar. Sir Chridopher,telI Richmond this from me, 
That in the die of this mod bloudie bore, 

My fonne George Stanley is franckt vp in hold, 

If I reuoIt,off goes yong Georges head, 

The feare of that, withholds my prefent aide, 

But tell me, where is princely Richmond. now? 

Chrift. At Pembrooke,orat Hcrford-wed in Wales. 
Dar. What men of name refort to him ? 

SyChnji. Syr Walter Herbert, a renowmedfouldier, 
Syr GilbetTalbof, fir William Stanley, 

Oxford, redoubted Pembrooke, fir lames Blunt, 

Rice vpThomaSjwith a valianccrew. 

With many moc of noble fame and worth, 

And towards London they do bend their courfe, 

Jf by the way they be not fought withal!. 

Dar. Returne vnto my Lord, commend me to him, 
Tel! him, the Queene hath ha; tily confented 
He lhall efpowfe Elizabeth her daughter, 

Thefe Letters will refoluehim of myminde. 

Farewell. Exeunt. 

■Enter Buckingham toexccmion. 

Bar ': Will not King Richard letmefpeakewithhim? 
R, t. N.) my Lord, therefore be patient. 

Buc. H dings, and Edwards children, Riuers, Gray, 
Holy King H .nry.and thy faircfbnne Edward, 
Va'igUam,and all that haue m.ifcarned, 

By vuderhand corrupted, fowlciniudiee, 
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